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Interlude: Collapse/Tentsui 


For many long years, this planet had languished under the oppressive rule of an 
ancient evil, an evil so deeply entrenched that its influence seemed insurmountable. 
At the helm of this malevolence stood a daeva of the special rank, known as 
Bushyasta, the Star Spirit who had earned the foreboding title of the Goddess of 


Nightmares from the despairing locals. 


Among the oldest of her kind, Bushyasta possessed an immense power that rivaled 
even that of Nadare, the sovereign of evil. And yet, she had never ascended to the 


throne of darkness. 


There is a good reason for this: Bushyasta was the embodiment of a vice called 
"laziness", and therefore was completely devoid of any ambitions and aspirations. 
Of course, because of this, she did not take an active part in the war of good and evil 
- she was not even interested in protecting her possessions. Not out of resistance to 


the Avesta: it was just her nature. 


When one of the places of the seven absolute evils is vacated, it is filled according 
to the tastes of Truth. As a rule, she chooses the owner of a particularly bright color, 
but this does not mean at all that Bushyasta did not satisfy her with something. 
Usually, those who have sufficient power, but still stop at a special rank, do so 
because they themselves desire it. Because this way they can better show their 


“uniqueness”. 


Take Zariched and Taurvida, for example: both of them prefer to challenge others 
and consider social status to be something that must be won on their own, which 
means that they would certainly refuse such handouts. On the other hand, 
Montserrat, accustomed to serving others, shines much brighter precisely because 


he is not the king of evil. 


Simply put, Avesta decided that Bushyasta refers to similar cases and will make the 
world much more colorful as it is. The essence of laziness is to quietly remain on the 


sidelines, and if she is forced onto the stage, then she will only get worse. 


This can be called the wise decision of a ruler who understands his subjects well and 
knows how to treat them in the best way. However, as a result, the planet Bushyasty 


was a living hell for two thousand years. 


As her title of Goddess of Nightmare implied, this daeva of a special rank spent most 
of her time sleeping. The dreams that she saw covered the planet with the power of 


the Star Spirit, and no one would call such an existence peaceful. 


Monstrous creatures spawned by the thousands. The river, in which only yesterday 
flowed pure water, suddenly turned into a deadly poison, and the usual volcanic 
eruption turned into a rain of larvae. Often there were cases when a beautiful bride 
on her wedding night became an ugly pile of flesh, and since her mind remained 
unchanged, there was nowhere to find salvation. An unimaginable disease in which 
you could only get enough of stool. Days and nights that lasted for years. There were 
also years when all children were born as caterpillars with human faces: they did not 
possess outstanding immunity or endurance, but they were still immortal, and 
therefore were forced to continue their existence, despite the torment from wounds 


and diseases. 


A phantasmagoria planet overwhelmed by madness, as if embodied in itself the very 
essence of nightmares. The only salvation of its inhabitants was the “Day of 


Awakening” that came about once every fifty years. 


The Star Spirit, personifying laziness itself, considered any action in reality a terrible 


trouble, and therefore its awakening heralded the long-awaited calm. However, if 


left to chance, she quickly returned to the world of dreams, and in order to prevent 


this, the inhabitants of the planet, through trial and error, developed a plan. 
Make human sacrifices. 


Selected daredevils, beautiful girls were called from all over the planet - all those in 
whom the spirit of self-denial was strong. Then they were presented as sacrifices, 
and while they amused their mistress, the entire planet offered up prayers for them. 
Because of her Commandment "not to refuse any gifts," Bushyasta was reluctant 
to accept them, and the fate of the inhabitants actually depended on the courage of 


the victims. 


At best, they would have defeated Bushiasta, but even without that, everyone was 
glad that the calm lasted a little longer. Feeling the enormous burden of everyone's 
expectations on their shoulders, the chosen ones accepted their fate with steely 
determination and fought desperately in the battle for the well-being of the planet. 


However, the result was disappointing each time. 


To begin with, it couldn't even be called a battle. It was simply impossible to defeat 
Bushyasta, who was actually equivalent to the kings of evil, which meant that it all 


came down to how to survive in such conditions. 


Namely, in torture beyond the limits of human understanding. Because of her 
Commandment, Bushyasta was obligated to play with her victims and couldn't kill 
them too quickly, but that didn't mean she couldn't physically or mentally hurt them 


- rather, it was in this area that she excelled anyone else. 


The nightmares that covered the entire planet in her dreams focused on a few 


hundred people. Needless to say, the torment they endured was beyond measure. 


No one could endure this indefinitely: in the worst case, everything ended in ten 


days, on average - in a month, and even in the best - no more than six months. The 


very souls of the unfortunate victims were hopelessly defiled, after which they were 
rubbed to the point of losing the slightest semblance of their former appearance and 
thrown away like scraps. To their credit, it should be said that no one tried to escape, 
and therefore they can be called the heroes of their time. Yet none of them could bear 


the madness of their goddess. 


This went on for more than two thousand years... The very concept of hope was long 
forgotten, and the inhabitants accepted such familiar despair as a kind of providence. 


Life in its right mind on this crazy planet was impossible in principle. 


Therefore, no one had high hopes for "his" candidacy. Once, shortly before the Day 
of Awakening, a boy who was not even ten volunteered to represent one of the 
regions, and everyone considered that ordinary childish innocence was behind such 


recklessness. 


Indeed, the boy was completely alien to any tension. He was so devoid of fighting 
spirit that it even looked suspicious - he just said to rely on him until a bright smile 
left his lips. Perhaps normally he would have only been besieged. The duty of adults 
is to stop foolish acts and grow out of a clumsy, haughty sense of justice into 


something truly precious. 


However, they are too tired. The belief that this nightmare will continue forever, and 
that it simply cannot be otherwise, filled them with indifference to everything that 
exists. In the end, no matter who they choose, the result will be the same. So, let him 
do what he pleases - rather, his sudden death will serve as an act of mercy. Even the 


boy's parents put up with it. 


So he left his village, accompanied by only the appearance of grief and pity, 
bordering on contempt. It must be assumed that the rest of the victims, collected 


from all lands, experienced similar feelings for the boy. And so the Day of 


Awakening arrived. When a huge hand emerged from the gray clouds and 
immediately grabbed the victims laid on the altar, the common people only lay on 


their faces in horror, again realizing how monstrous their goddess was. 


No one had any hopes. After all, that would have hurt them. Therefore, the most they 
hoped for was that the unfortunate daredevils would find at least some peace after 
death 

And they reminded themselves that no matter how brief the fleeting calm that was 


about to come, they did not have the right of anyone in this reproach. 


So a month passed. Everyone began to think that time was about to run out, and to 
expect a speedy return to hell. Three months have passed. Those who rejoiced at how 
long they could enjoy’ peace’ this time began to appear. 
Six months later, on the contrary, they began to experience fear. Someone began to 
get angry: do not inspire excessive hopes in us, it will not lead to anything anyway, 


it is better to end this as soon as possible. 


A year, two years, peace continued. For some reason the nightmare didn't start again. 


What went wrong here? It cannot be that someone continues to endure all this time. 


No, nonsense, this simply cannot be. Any inhabitant of this planet grudgingly knows 
from their own experience how powerful a daeva Bushyasta is. Therefore, three 
years later, even in the middle of the fourth year, there was a certain change. The 
flame called “hope”, which was supposed to go out without a trace, again began to 


quietly glow in the hearts of people. 


Everyone, without exception, began to offer prayers. Not turning away from their 
pain, resigned to it, but looking only forward with the intention of overcoming it, 
they began to earnestly think about how they could help the situation. 


Even now, someone is opposing the madness star spirit as their representative. The 


gratitude, respect and guilt felt for him gradually spread across the planet. They 


drove away the horror before the nightmare, returning human pride and dignity. 


A miracle happened. When peace reached the five-year mark, someone said that it 
could not continue like this. Someone agreed with him: exactly, in fact. The men 
rose to their feet, the women rose to their feet, and behind them the old men and the 


children. 


The radiance of goodwill gathered and ignited with fire. Everyone, with courage in 
their hearts and weapons in their hands, marched to the temple of Bushyasta. 
Indeed, even astral spirits are not immortal at all. Their strength is an immutable law 
only when their government is perfect. The more those who go against the will of 


the Star Spirit, the more he feels an ailment comparable to a human disease. 
And even more so when he has to spend so much energy fighting his own victim. 


Let's save our hero. It is time to join forces and win true peace. People were walking, 
publicly declaring their intentions. As if in response to their voices, unexpected 
reinforcements joined them. The Yazat army that arrived from the sacred kingdom 


consisted of more than three thousand warriors. 


They also probably considered what was happening to be the perfect chance to take 
Bushyasta down. Until now, they have avoided interference not because they turned 
their backs on the planet. The battle with the Star Spirit will lead to nothing until the 


local population awakens. 


However, even considering such circumstances, it was obvious that everything was 
going surprisingly well. Everyone felt that they were being led by some 


indescribable force comparable to fate, and the morale only grew. 


That is why they knew that victory was close at hand. The commander of the yazatas 


of those times, Atar, courageously led the procession, penetrated, together with his 


chosen fighters, into the very depths of the Bushyasta temple ... and saw something 


amazing. 


The Goddess of Nightmares, the Star Spirit who drove her people mad with terror, a 
special rank daeva who sowed pain and suffering for over two thousand years, was 
actually crumbling to dust. Judging by her face, she either saw something incredible, 
or realized her own impotence, or tried to run, begging for mercy ... Frozen and at 


the same time writhing in horror. 


Bushyasta is literally out of her mind. A lone boy standing near her turned towards 


the discouraged Yazatas, smiled a little embarrassedly and said: 
- You're late. 
... Later, the commander Yazata Atar said about this: "I saw the truth." 


Having lost its celestial spirit, the planet was doomed, and its population was 
dispersed throughout the systems under the control of the sacred realm. And the next 
year, the same boy, sent to the central planet of the sacred realm, entered the 


tournament and met with Sirius. 
This is the beginning of the legend. 


It is officially believed that Varhran defeated his first daeva at the age of fifteen. 
However, he actually started his fight with Bushyasta at the age of seven and 
defeated her five years later. Not by military power, but by willpower and courage 


that can only be described as unimaginable. 


None other than Varhran himself decided to hide this. He regretted that he could not 
save the rest of the victims, and therefore told Atar that he should not be praised for 
what he had done. It is not difficult to imagine what those who were nearby thought 


at the same time. 


Wise in many battles, the warriors knelt before the boy, whose innocence had barely 


faded. He is the ideal, he is justice, we have no right to argue with him. 
- O hero, if that is your will, so be it. 


Soon the boy became a young man, literally fighting as he pleases. The 
Commandment he took was extremely unique and at the same time uncomplicated. 
Win always and everywhere, regardless of the opponent or circumstances. 
We can say that usually everything works in the opposite direction. The vow is the 
means necessary to achieve victory, the way to become stronger. And yet Varhran 


swore to the universe that he would definitely win - that this was just a condition. 


How hard were these fetters? 


It is easy to say that defeat in any case promises death, which means that it changes 
almost nothing. However, in a universe full of strife, the willpower not to forgive 


oneself for a single defeat can even be called imprudent. The third king of evil 


himself did not take such a Commandment, and given that the ashavans are already 
inferior in individual strength, it remains only to assume that his way of thinking 


was fundamentally different. 


Indeed, Varhran did not feel fear for a second, never once doubted his own way of 
life. He did not make such a decision out of feigned self-confidence, but only 
behaved as if it were a matter of course, again and again making the impossible 
possible. And every time he achieved results, wings spread behind him. The reward 
for the fetters of undeniable victory was strength that grows with every battle won. 


And she's not alone. 


At some point, people began to whisper that as long as the hero remains such, victory 
is destined by fate itself. True or not, it did not matter: the entire environment of 


Varhran began to realize this. 


Therefore, everyone sang the undeniable immortality of the great hero, dreamed of 
victory and the glory of good. "Universal prayers" began to rise like a wave, turned 
into a force that strives to create a miracle and flows into Varhran, telling him: "this 


is the truth that we want from you." 


Yes, if the absolute value lies in a huge stream called "collective will", then the 
question arises. What exactly did the hero himself experience, who was forced to 
endure this seething on himself? No, the first thing to ask is, was the stream itself 
spawned? Or was he simply carried with the flow? It's kind of like the chicken and 
the egg situation. The truth behind the person named Varhran is beyond 


understanding. 


- Don't you think it's funny? The man who wanted clarity more than anyone 


else was also the most obscure. 


The voice, simultaneously expressing incompatible joy and sadness, is replaced by 


laughter. 


- Those who enjoy the general trust and support of society, are divided into two 
categories. Those who understand the ideal desired by others and devote 
themselves to bringing it to life. And those who always act from their own 
motives and thereby involve others. So to speak, those who color and those who 


color. In this case, which of these categories does our hero belong to? 
There is some playfulness in the question asked. 


- When he left his home, no one had any expectations of him. However, it is 
obvious that the dream of overthrowing Bushiasta was dormant and waiting in 
the wings, which means that it cannot be said that his election and victory 
depended only on his personal whim. It is quite possible to state that the victim 
and the hero are one and the same idea, and the question of who was colored by 
whom has forever remained a mystery. Even the fact that his early followers 
wished him to act according to his will complicates things immensely. 
Was Varhran really just a puppet elevated to the rank of representative of the 
good will? Or was he a hegemon who painted everyone around him in his own 
color and gave them a dream? I would like to know which of the two options 


would be more favorable to you? 


In response to this, SSSSS5588888 Beeeee just shakes his head. 
- There is no point in this question. We are all one, and always one. It doesn't matter 
whose opinion matters more. Whether he is a martyr or a hegemon, any hero is the 


center of all righteous thoughts, including his own. 


- Thank you for such a typical response. I think he would make Nadare think. 


Because she thinks you don't like it. 


The voice continues to speak in riddles and talks over them itself. Incredible weight 
is felt in the changeably frivolous intonation: each uttered word places more and 


more hopes on the interlocutor. 


- The climax is yet to come. I have no words, how I cannot wait to see the 


beautiful pattern drawn by the paints you have collected. 
- Wait! 


S888 888888 Bees Stretches out her hand to the entity retreating into the 


darkness and asks tt: 
- Who are you? 
- Lam Truth. What you call Avesta. 


Eyes twinkling in two colors gently declare themselves. They calm and tease, ask to 
wake up as soon as possible, cursing and blessing at the same time. 
It is full of some kind of perversion, which seems to replace a different emotion. 
This essence contains in itself everything in the world, but one single lack is felt in 
it. 

Even if it is not possible to recognize it this time. 


- The long history of wasted labor has bored you, hasn’t it? Is that why you 
decided to lure the hero’ onto the _ path’ of __heartlessness? 
At that moment you were so stupid, so strong, so shine ... I sincerely wish to see 


it again. Where shall it manifest, in what mysterious realm shall it unfold? 


And in general, who is she, the mysterious interlocutor of Truth? So without even 


understanding where she is, she immediately begins to see a different picture. 


- | think you are indulging him too much, Lord Varhran. 


The cryptic conversation fades into mist, and memories of recent events evaporate 
in an instant. I forget who, with whom, and about what - even this fact becomes 
unknown to me, and I can only let the picture in front of me draw me in. 
A small, but at the same time obviously smart and determined girl reproachfully 


looks at me. 


- Even if he is your younger brother, this does not mean that everything can be 
forgiven him. I would even say that you need to take matters into your own hands 


and chastise him so that he remembers for the future. 


- Well, perhaps ... You say everything so correctly that I don’t even know what to 
answer. 


- Don't laugh at me, I didn't say anything funny! 


The girl, with her hands on her hips and giving vent to irritation, reminds me of 
someone. Dark skin and silver hair, and most importantly, full of great willpower, 
jet-colored eyes, no doubt, exactly the same as hers. Arma... This is her, but still quite 


small. And whose point of view I now share, obviously without words. 


- But you know, I just have a mountain off my shoulders. Looks like he's lucky 


enough to make friends. 
- Who are the friends here? Yes, I hate him! No need to joke like that! 


Arma shakes her head, red with anger. It's not hard to guess who we're talking about, 


so I understand what's going on here. 


Alma had already said that Varhran once apologized for Magsarion's behavior. 
According to her, the hero was so cool that it was difficult for her to complain about 


him, but as I see it, she is not at all shy in expressions. 


Apparently, embellished the past, as usually happens. Or maybe in those years for 
her it was still considered modest behavior? It seems to me that this is rather the 
second case, and the soul immediately becomes warm. A time when no one was 
afraid of anything. Memories of peace and tranquility, when unconditional faith in 


an invincible hero gave children the opportunity to live like children. 


This is just one day of those that have remained in the distant past. It's not clear why 
I'm seeing this particular memory now, but I understand that there must be some 


important meaning to it. 


In general, educate him properly. It's inconvenient that because of him we can't do 


everything together. 


- Uh-huh, uh-huh. Here is the noble daughter of the Arnavak family. I hope you 


continue to look after him. 


- What's wrong with my mom? And anyway, can you even hear me ? It's your 


responsibility to deal with this jerk, so ... 
- I'm not such a chump to get into other people's relationships. 
- BUT?! Stop... What are you talking about?! Varhran, Varhran! 


Laughing at Alma's objections, the universal hero turns and walks away. 
...How to say... He seems to see only the good in everything. So far from any 


negative thoughts that it even seems as if he does not have everything at home. 


Frankly, the fact that you are only surprised at this, without feeling any danger, is 
due to an unshakable sense of stability. Of course, this is partly due to his many 
achievements, but now it seems to me that there is also his own virtue in this. 
Everything will be all right with him. As long as he's with us, there's nothing to worry 
about. I feel a mysterious charm that inspires confidence, bypassing logic. It is often 


said that the most important thing in a hero is the ability to inspire courage in others; 


maybe that's what it's all about. I understood these words in a slightly different way, 


but there is no doubt that he can be relied upon. 

- The truth is, it’s impossible to understand at all why we came. 

As soon as I think about it, a soft reproach is heard from the right. 

- And the truth. In the end, you never apologized. 

Following this, a voice agreeing with the previous opinion is heard from the left. 


- Moreover, you even entrusted all your duties to such a small girl. You have no 


conscience, no conscience. 
- Ha ha ha, okay, don’t praise me like that. I'm shy. 


Varhran himself, of course, does not pay any attention to reproaches and only laughs 


it off. 


- | don’t play a special role myself. When I need help, I don't hesitate to ask others 


for it. It was you who taught me this, Sirius, and you too, Nahid. 


Both interlocutors wearily shrug their shoulders and sigh. Still looking at the world 


through the eyes of a hero, I take a closer look at them. 


- Well, actually, I really asked you to do this. Let it seem to me that you interpret my 


words as you like ... 


Nahid did not freeze in the stopped time, as I used to, but cheerful and cheerful. 


Could she really smile so charmingly, instilling calmness with just her appearance? 


- Anyway, you’re completely unsuitable for the role of older brother. Personally, you 


seem more like an unlucky junior to me. 


In the young king Sirius, there is absolutely no loneliness or severity. The way he 
bickers with his best friend, despite some embarrassment, is full of gentle, warm 


openness. 
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Three executors walk down the street side by side, while a great number of citizens 
turn their love and respect in their direction. It is nothing more than the trust one 
feels for a member of one's own family: there is neither idolatry from afar nor self- 
deprecating reverence. Children run towards them with a gleam in their eyes. Adults 
call them with a feeling of deep gratitude, but at the same time they are sincerely 
glad to simply meet them. The series of happy meetings does not think to end, and 
white birds fly across the blue sky, as if blessing what is happening. 


This is the sacred realm twenty years ago. The very heyday of the good side, when 
everything shone with glory and hope. How dazzling and charming this spectacle is 
in comparison with the reality known to me. Undoubtedly, everyone now thinks that 


all these smiles will certainly lead to an impeccable epilogue. 


- By the way, you really are almost like a little brother to me. Watch carefully how I 


suffer with you, and at least remember a little how it is proper for an elder to behave. 


In response to this playful remark of His Majesty, Nahid retorts a little 


embarrassedly: 


- You are in too much of a hurry, my brother. After all, we decided that the marriage 


would take place only after everything was over. 


- But that doesn’t suit me. The voice of the king is quite drawn to two, and from the 
point of view of morality, your union is much more appropriate right now. 


Don’t talk so down to earth, Sirius. 


Varhran answers with an unexpectedly tired look, but continues in a somewhat 


mischievous tone: 


- If you really need to boost your morale, why not start with yourself? How much 


longer are you going to keep her from us? 


- Hmm, no, it's not the same at all ... 


- But I don't see any difference. I would even say that it is you who do not quite live 
up to everyone's expectations. Do you really like it when such a worthy girl has to 


hide in the shadows? 
- Don't worry, what will people think? 


The way His Majesty frankly panics makes me sincerely surprised. It is already 
unexpected that something can so clearly unsettle the Holy King, but what intrigues 
me most of all is the content of the conversation. I do not know the details, but it 
seems that His Majesty is not indifferent to a certain person. It can't be Roxanne 


chronologically, and I don't recall any other rumors of this kind. 

- I don’t mean to deliberately hide it. We have already taken a vow. 
- But it’s still a secret relationship known only to you two, isn’t it? 
Nahid's words flow forth as she raises a piercing inquiry. 


- Officially, no one knows about this, and if so, how is this different from hiring a 
particularly lovely mistress? She herself said that it would be better. 


Oh wow, I can't believe it... 
Nahid continues, her gaze mockingly directed toward the heavens. 


- And when did my own brother become such a master at making excuses for 


himself? You can easily be confused with a third-rate ladies' man. 
- ...Nahid, where did you pick up such words? 


- Oh you, what, I can’t? You are not the only ones who relax with the people in their 


free time. Since then, it's been eight... no, seven years, and I've also learned a lot. 


In response to this, His Majesty builds a particularly embarrassed face, and for some 
reason even Varhran is clearly worried about what is happening. Looking at both of 


them, Nahid sarcastically continues: 


- Don't take girls lightly. The consequences can be very dire. 

- I'll kill myself on the nose. Although I know this from experience. 
Varhran raises his hands in resignation, mocking himself. 

- [remembered that I have urgent business. I'm pretty busy, sorry. 


His Majesty seems to be trying to escape - but what's there, that's exactly what he 


does: his tone changes abruptly, and he turns around and leaves. 
- Ah, I guess I overdid it a bit. 


Nahid smiles without any sign of guilt as she watches her brother go. Even if not 
everything in their conversation is clear to me, you can easily see that they are in 
extremely close relations with each other, and the thought of what awaits them in the 
future makes my soul sick. Therefore, I want to get to know them better, but at the 
same time I am afraid to observe them further. And yet the reproduction of the past 
continues, paying no attention to my contradictory attitude towards what is 


happening. 


This continues for another two months, and all this time I follow Varhran's every 
step through his eyes. The three kings of evil have already been defeated, and at this 
time the heroes are solely engaged in the preparation of yazata, but from my outside 
point of view, this seems enough to make every day full of worries - and with them 


activities. 


Everyone guesses that a grand battle will take place in the near future. However, 
despite this tension, no one feels fear, and the preparation for the battle proceeds 
almost perfectly. Indeed, the marriage union of the hero and the star princess would 
not hurt anyone now, but they continue to politely refuse - perhaps cherishing the 
boundaries between personal and public life. Each time His Majesty is very 


disappointed by this, and I cannot but sympathize with him. 


During this time, I also met Magsarion several times. Varhran said that he entrusted 
the care of him to Arma, but in fact somehow finds time to see him; it must be 


assumed that he really worries about his reclusive younger brother. 


However, Magsarion is being as rude as I expected; besides, I still can't see his face. 
At that time, he still had to walk without hiding it, but for some reason a veil of black 
fog covers him, and the truth remains unknown to me. And every time he meets the 


hero, a creaking voice in the darkness utters the same phrase. 


- You're a loser. Lose soon. You are a weakling, you are fragile, you let others hold 


your heart, brother. 


Even now, at the feast in honor of the imminent march, the boy utters his usual 
reproaches and goes into the darkness, while the darkness continues to hide him. 


Looking at his tiny figure makes me think again. 


Magsarion said that he did not know exactly how he should treat his brother. By the 
time he realized it, it was already too late. At that time, an overwhelming feeling 
came over me. A huge, almost bottomless prayer that can split and devour heaven 
and earth. If this was his answer, then what was the real essence of the regrets that 


he was overwhelmed with? 


I hate to admit it, but I get it. Endlessly running and hoping for the best will not 
work. 

Magsarion wanted to kill the hero. According to him, he was the embodiment of a 
world in which there is nothing definite, which means that it was the brother who 
was the enemy that needed to be destroyed - but he realized this too late, and 
therefore regretted the missed opportunity. There is no doubt that this is what gave 


birth to the fierce warrior I know. 


What utter stupidity. 


I wanted him to be the new hero. So that he collects the fragments left by Varhran 
and again embodies the will of his great brother. But now I understand that this desire 
of mine, on the contrary, only provoked Magsarion. Now he believes that if the 
universal hero no longer exists, then by killing everyone, he can destroy Lord 


Varhran without a trace. 


It needs to be stopped. I swear I'll do it at the cost of my own life, even if it's the only 
thing I can do. After all, I still have time. After all, I still have not given up hope for 


an epilogue. 
- Maybe we can celebrate a little more together? It will surely help you relax. 


When I wake up, Nahid has already come up behind me and is standing next to me 


with a weary smile. 
- ...Perhaps. And what to do with them? 


There are many yazatas around with happy faces unconscious. All of them were 
defeated by none other than Varhran himself: under the influence of intoxication, the 
heroes either measured their strength, or simply fought - be that as it may, it was 


precisely this situation that led to a similar outcome. 


A world that Magsarion despises and sees fit to destroy. And yet, whatever one may 


say, I cannot consider it wrong. 


Since he sensed a threat in Varhran, the key to the fetters ofa fierce warrior is hidden 


in the hero's lifestyle. I'm sure I'm having this dream just to help find her. 


So, now I have to gain strength and carefully monitor every little thing. I remind 
myself of my mission and turn my attention back to the era of glory that will soon 


come to an end. 


- Let's leave them. They clearly have pleasant dreams; it will be rude to wake them 
up. 
With these words, Nahid elegantly overcomes one lifeless body after another. 


Varhran follows her, not embarrassed to step on them, and further conversation takes 


place in private between them. 
So, once again for us. 


Sitting opposite each other in Nahid's chambers, their glasses lightly touch. 
Normally I would be embarrassed to jump into what is actually an intimate night of 
two lovers, but now I have to let go of my embarrassment. Of course, partly due to 
the fact that I just decided to watch everything to the end, but primarily because there 


is not much romantic atmosphere between them. 


In two months of observation, I managed to understand that the relationship between 
Varhran and Nahid is somewhat different from the usual definition of love. Indeed, 
they appreciate each other, but this does not look like a secret connection between a 


man and a woman. 


It will sound strange, but they look like brother and sister even more than His 
Majesty. This means that their time alone is unlikely to lead to any hot episodes, and 


I can follow what is happening with a clear conscience. 


Basically, they are reminiscing. They started from the day they first met, and 
cheerfully discuss all the events that led them to today. At times they go in reverse 
order, moving on to new topics: “By the way, but that time’, “No, but what about 
when” ... It is immediately clear that they have known each other since childhood, 


and listening to them is not only interesting, but also joyfully. 
During this conversation, Varhran suddenly asks something strange. 


- Nahid, you must have already understood, right? 


What exactly, he does not specify. However, judging by the context, this is due to 
the victory over one daeva. More precisely, with how he was sealed eight years 


before the dream that appeared before me. 
Their conversation turns to the topic of a lumberjack, a murderer named Montserrat. 


- Why didn't you kill him? Yes, of course, everything is clear to me. Did you make 


this decision for the greater good? 


- ...His Commandment was terribly uncomfortable. Come to think of it, I was 
already wrong when he admitted defeat. He should have been finished before he said 


he would obey me. 


- Yes, once the oath of loyalty is taken, any further interaction with him would be 
considered a command. Even a discreet beheading would have been akin to ordering 


his own demise. 


- He demands the appropriate qualifications from his master. The stricter the order 


given to him, the worse the bad luck will be. 


“Because Montserrat could not be killed,” recalls Varhran. Apparently, the notorious 
murderer will listen to everything that the owner recognized by him will say but will 


demand a certain payment for this. 


By the word "bad luck" one can guess that it comes down to some kind of failure. 
Simply put, you need to prove your right to give such orders, which means that the 


risk would really be too great. 


- I don’t even want to think what a catastrophe an attempt to bestow death on an 


immortal creature could end in. 


- I think you made a wise decision when you ordered him to sleep forever. Unless 


from the outside it might seem a little soft-hearted, so the others grumbled a little. 


Maybe the bad luck was just that and limited? 


- I would like to believe, but that's not what I'm talking about, Nahid. I wonder if 
you understand what happened behind all this fuss. You were busy calming the 


grumblers, and Sirius and I... 
Before Varhran can finish speaking, Nahid gently touches his lips with her finger. 
- I do not know. Didn't think. I don't see or hear anything. 


- You should value the bonds of worthy companions. I made it a rule not to get in 


your way. 

With those words, her face softens even more. 
- ...God, I could never argue with you. 
Varhran smirks and leans back in his chair. 


- This is practically my only secret, and here you made me sit in a puddle. You see, 


the popular rumor does not lie. 

- Oh you, what is it? 

- Yes, very simple. Like, you hardly ride horseback with Sirius. 
- Ugh, how rude. I don't have such a big butt. 


The laughter of the Star Princess, reminiscent of the ringing of a bell, is 
superimposed on the sonorous laughter of the hero. After that, they talk for a while 


longer, until, finally, Nahid gets to her feet. 


- Well, good night, sweet dreams... I would like to say, but do you mind if I ask one 


last question, Varhran? 


- Which? I hope I can answer it. 


Varhran also stood up and nods nonchalantly. However, Nahid is in no hurry to 
continue, but silently approaches the hero, touches his chest with her finger and 


looks at him from the bottom up. 


- Talking about rumors reminded me of something. I wonder if it's true that your 


Commandment has the power of the promised victory? 


- If it leads to a general epilogue, do you know where my happiness lies? 
- Those are two questions, Nahid. 
Varhran shakes his head slightly and continues: 


- | have been thinking about what a real victory is for eight years. Even if I had the 
power to live up to everyone's expectations, I don't think it can be achieved by 


thinking only about the near future. 

- ... This is not an answer. Are you trying to get out? 

- Perhaps. Let's consider it a draw. 

Nahid grunts in response, but Varhran just laughs merrily and turns around. 
- Okay, sweet dreams. 


I also think about the words of Varhran. Since I know that he does not like to speak 
in complex riddles, it must be assumed that in his answer he expressed the truth in 
his own way. Victory is not something that is right in front of your eyes. Therefore, 
it is necessary to have a far-sighted view of life, and one cannot but agree with this, 
but the question is how much. I don't know the specific scale, but intuition tells me 
that his point of view is more far-sighted than anyone else. And what is this eight- 


year-old mystery? 


One riddle leads to another, and in my futile attempts to solve them... 


Finally, the fateful day arrives. 


To tell the truth, one question haunted me for a long time. Namely, how could Father 
suddenly attack the sacred realm? After all, he is invincible. If he just flew closer, 
even at the speed of light, he could certainly be seen in a few years, and just feel his 


approach even earlier. 


Even if we assume that he teleported, the question again rests on his incalculable 
mass. Obviously, given its colossal size, it is very difficult to cut a short path, and 
even with its signature artifacts that amaze the imagination, the ambush still does 


not sound very realistic. 


Because of this, I could not believe that he literally appeared out of nowhere, and 
since the heroes were really preparing for a fight, I assumed that this was just an 


attempt to justify their defeat. 


However, everything turned out differently. Even if Father’s intrusion could be seen 
in advance, there was no option for the holy realm to attack him first. To fight him, 
you need to find an absolutely deserted battlefield, which could be called a space 


wasteland. 


At that time, many Star Spirits really foresaw the danger, and Vohu Mana in the first 
place. However, no one expected the onslaught of the first king of evil, and the 


prepared ambush was more likely to be designed for the third. 


Needless to say, they miscalculated. Even if I were there with them, I would probably 


think the same way... 


Undoubtedly, my soul would have been shattered into small pieces in the same way. 


- Nadare, Nadare... I see, do you want me to destroy them this time?” 


A huge devilish eye that covered the heavens themselves, without any exaggeration, 
appeared in an instant. Nadare... Thoughtfully whispering this name, Father blinks 
countless eyes, each of which in size can compete with the sun. Does this mean that 
what is happening 1s the act of the second king of evil? The exact meaning of these 
events remains unknown, however, the catastrophic trembling of existence rings, as 


if the laughter of the collapse of the world... 
- Let it. But after that, I'm free to do whatever I want. 
This is where the tragedy begins. 


The Annihilation Star Cluster is a diabolical army composed of more than fifty 
celestial bodies the size of fixed stars and one major star larger than all of them 
combined. So, it goes without saying that there are many cataclysms going on in the 


Sacred Realm Planet near them. 


First, with his mere presence, he destroyed gravity itself. The celestial axis does not 
exist, the rotation of the planet has become erratic, and the surface has been torn to 
pieces along with the atmosphere. I think the Sacred Realm itself would not last even 
a second, quickly turning into a pile of rubble. The fact that the planet was just peeled 
off the crust is solely the merit of Nahid. The Star Spirits, in her service, worked 


together to protect the planet and its population. 


On the other hand, this is all they were capable of. The first contact, which could not 
even be called an attack, a fleeting exchange of glances with Father, deprived the 


planet of one of its strongest fighters. 


However, even in spite of this, none of the yazata retreated. Words cannot express 
how bravo they defied the hypergiant in the sky, relying on the few gifts they had 


left. My heart flutters in my chest from how courageous they were, how charming, 


how indescribably righteous they shone. They believed in miracles. They swore they 
would win no matter what. That their skills surpassed any predecessor, and that they 


had more than a million such masters in their ranks, was a truth that no one doubted. 


It cannot be that this is not enough to win. They simply cannot lose. And yet they all 
succumb to the embrace of death. No blade, no beliefs, no dreams, no pride, no 
hopes, no love - no one and nothing in the world has any effect. Moreover, all this 


annihilation stars draw into themselves, devouring without a trace. 


As if arguing that all this is absolutely worthless. What an absurdity. How can you 


accept such injustice? 
- What are you boasting about? 


The Workshop of Annihilation speaks slowly to himself, and _ sincere 


incomprehension can be heard in his voice. 


- Why do you think you can win? On what grounds do you believe this? You 
insist that everyone supports you, but I absolutely do not understand either this 
measure or these criteria. There are no specifics in your words, be more precise. 
Name a number. Name the weight. What is your volume? What is the density? 


Strength? Tell me. It's too weird and too scary, I just can't contain my curiosity. 


"What are you?" The despicable radiance continues to ask question after question, 


wanting to know what he does not know. 

- Tell me, what is a miracle? 

- Let me show you. 

A moment, and the darkness is pierced by a golden ray of light. 


- I will answer all your questions. But for that, let them go in peace, Khvarenah. 


A radiant swing of the blade was made by Varhran. Still standing on the ground, he 
dealt a comet-like blow to the Evil King hanging far in the sky. In a battle where 
nothing has had any effect, change happens for the first time. When struck by the 


hero's sword, the Annihilation Star Cluster backs down—literally. 


It's not much, it's a trifle, but such an act is more than enough to rekindle the flame 
of hope. Indeed, even the king of evil himself recognizes Varhran as a threat after 


that. 

- It hurts, it hurts... How long have I not experienced this feeling. I remember 
that it cannot be called pleasant. I need to understand this danger and overcome 
it. 

- ...Sirtus! 

While the king of evil is brooding like a foreign computer, Varhran lets out an angry 
cry. 

- You heard everything, back off! 

- What are you carrying?! 

The Workshop of Annihilation exclaims, its voice tinged with disbelief. 

- Now is not the time for jokes, we are so... 

- Stop arguing! Then it's up to you, Nahid! 

- ...Kh! 


Showing a willpower that brooks no objections, the hero leaves his comrades behind. 


This begins his lonely and unrestrained battle. 


- Nonsense, you contradict yourself. You say that you value everyone, but at the 
same time you discard everything superfluous. Logic says that a part of a single 


whole is weaker in itself, which means that this cannot be called anything other 


than suicide. If food is the most important thing for you, such a decision is 


simply stupid. An obvious miscalculation. 
- Do you think I've decided to give up? 
- No, that's why I'm asking. 


If you think with an open mind, the truth is more likely on the side of Father. The 
less that remains of the planet, the more citizens who do not have time to escape die, 
the faster the forces of Varhran decrease. Even now, the Annihilation Star Cluster is 
simultaneously laying siege to all space under the control of the sacred realm. He 
once told me that it was "about" one galaxy in size, and if it were his will, he would 


surely have destroyed it in the blink of an eye. 


The concentration of good intentions underlying the hero crumbles before our eyes. 
Prayers quickly lose their power and even begin to turn in a much more sinister, 
opposite direction. As if everything and everything is about to be trampled without 
the slightest mercy. 


- Let's try to compare it with color and temperature. At first, you’re “all” 
burned hot red, but now they are getting colder, turning blue. Isn't that called 
disappointment? All those who saw hope in you and the like feel betrayed and 
begin to hate you. I have seen this many times, so I can state the following - 
"Collapse" is coming. Then everything will just slowly go downhill, and the 
scales will definitely tilt in the other direction. After that, you will be deprived 
of your "all" and meet your inglorious demise. This is an inevitable result based 


on precise calculations. And anyway, why? 
The Workshop of Annihilation quietly but desperately addresses the hero. 


- There's something about you that won't waver even now. Reality proves me 


right, but your fuzzy logic still holds. What's this? If you want to say that it is 


in this absurdity that the miracle lies, then I want to know its secret. I have to 


know her. I believe that I can absorb you only by recognizing her. 
To the pressure of the rumbling giant, Varhran responds with a weary smirk. 
- ... Well, you have to. So you also understand how important it is? 


Carefree, as if by chance meeting an old friend, walking along an unfamiliar street. 


With a touch of joy in his voice, he begins to talk about the mystery of the miracle. 


- There is nothing permanent in this world. Therefore, we must find something that 
can never be allowed to change. You must have had it too, Khvarenah. Forgot? Or 


are you just looking? I only found out with outside help. 
- What are you...carrying? 


Paying no attention to how Father trembles with confusion, and possibly fear, 


Varhran changes his face, as if offering a prayer... 

- Thanks to her... 

... And softly touches "me" with his lips. 

- ...Kh?! 

Wait, what's going on? Like this? I don't understand anything at all. 


After all, I have been observing all this time from the point of view of the hero, and 


at this time I myself should not be at all. 


But then why do I feel like myself now? Varhran looks at me, smiles at me. 
Maybe I got it wrong from the very beginning. I did not share my consciousness 


with the hero at all, and this dream itself is not at all someone else's memories ... 


- I'm glad I met you. I promise that someday we will have a real victory. 


AS soon as it seems to me that I am about to remember something, I immediately 


soar into the sky. 


- Something's wrong, that's all we can pick up.But there should have been more of 


them! 


From above, I see Nahid and the others standing on the back of Wohu Mana. 
There are only a few thousand of them. The hero asked them to help them escape, 


but this result really looks too modest. 


- ...Perhaps Khvarenah’s interference? We must wait until the last moment, Nahid, 


Varhran will definitely return! 
- Yes, my brother, I know! 


Together, they continue to hold out in the raging skies of annihilation. If you look 
closely, you can see both the lifeless Arma and Magsarion standing stubbornly on 
his feet. Everyone here still believes that the hero will return alive. Every second 


counts, but no one says to run as soon as possible. 
Maybe that's the whole point? 


- Let's find Varhran. Even if we fight apart, we are united in soul. You can't turn away 


from him! 


In response, Nahid nods resolutely, followed by the rest of the audience. It is 
necessary to remember forever the figure of a hero who continues to fight against a 
powerful enemy for the sake of the common good. None of them doubts that such 1s 


their duty, such is their battle, and they swear to see it through to the end. 


Therefore, they immediately look at the world through the eyes of Vohu Mana and 
try to find where Varhran is. 


And yet, ah, don't, stop... J already know what lies ahead. 


It cannot be seen. This sight alone will forever leave its curse. After all, no one can 


stand it when he finds out what fate has overtaken the universal hero. 
- Found, now we'll see! 


However, I am not destined to change the course of history, and this moment caught 


up with them in all its destructive cruelty. 
- Hee! .. 


For a moment, Nahid is speechless, after which she lets out a heart-rending scream. 
Frozen and wide-eyed, King Sirius hears his world crumbling. Ordinary citizens one 
by one lose their minds. They strangle themselves with their own hands, gnaw their 


tongues, take their own lives in order to escape from the truth unfolding before them. 


The most convinced supporters of good intentions, who retained their minds even 
under the threat of the Workshop of Annihilation and continued to believe in the 
immortality of goodness, are now collapsing as one. No one who stood here that day 


lived through it in their right mind. 
After all, what is happening there ... 


The truth, which cannot be ... 
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This is a view of the hero's body chopped into pieces, crucified. 
After an indescribably disgusting trial, he was paraded, depriving him of his last 
dignity. By the hands of the citizens he was sworn to _ protect. 


- It's your fault. 

- You are guilty. 

- Why didn't you win? 

- Yet you call yourself a hero. 

- It's all over because of you. If you die, we will surely be saved... 


This uncontrollable, shameless train of thought simply cannot belong to Ashavans. 
They did not climb on the back of Vohu Mana because they themselves fell and 


became creatures of evil. 


- The ... collapse? 


The whisper of His Majesty heralds the end of glory, of which not the slightest trace 
remains. Such a large-scale and merciless phenomenon of changing sides... What 
seemed to be common sense just yesterday, easily turned inside out, annulling the 


very foundation of being. 


What is good? What is evil? How does this world actually work? Thoughts of Sirius, 
frozen in shock, burst into my consciousness in a stormy stream. Now, knowing the 


truth, he becomes something completely different. 
Besides, there is one more. 
- Brother... 


The boy does not take his eyes off what is happening. Confidence that is not given 


to understand by others, and the thought that he was also wrong, burst out with a cry. 
- Damn, brother, brother! 
- Ah, I couldn’t kill him. 


He trembles with regrets overwhelming him. From now on, he always, all the time... 


Now I know that he continues to scream, even if he does not express it with his voice. 


With inseparable, burning hatred. In a whirlwind of madness, full of malice and 


curses. 


Chapter 9: The Impending Chaos 
1 


Sleep overtakes me like a natural disaster and gnaws at me like a curse. The agony 


of memories that should not be is unpleasant to me, but at the same time it evokes 


nostalgia, and I cannot explain such an absurdity. That's what a dream is for me: just 


chaos that causes confusion. 


In it, I always sit on a pedestal. I am so young that my thoughts are confused, and I 
am not even capable of a satisfactory speech, but before me so many people lie 
prostrate and offer prayers that the ground under them is not visible. 
The eyes of each of them, without exception, are covered with euphoria, and on their 
faces one can see not only jubilation from the long-awaited birth of their own child, 
but not calmness from the patronage of the great father. In any case, this emotion 


should be called joy, and they are definitely full of confidence in their happy fate. 


Hence, they regard me and no one else as the object of their worship. The way they 
rely on me, worship me, love me, idolize me as a savior, looks simple, but at the 
same time sincere, and this cannot but cause me _ questions. 
This is really puzzling and does not fit with common sense. For the objective truth 
is that my deeds are an act of destruction. Neither protection nor guidance is within 
my competence, and a way of life in which others would expect something from me 
is rather the exact opposite of mine. Therefore, I consider this dream nothing more 
than a stupid vision, but I cannot dismiss it as meaningless because it raises one 


question in me. 


How did I become myself? Without any apparent purpose, and, of course, without 
any worthy occupation, my days are full of only destruction, which I sow as naturally 
as I breathe, and if I were called a soulless machine, I would have nothing to argue. 
If I were asked the definition of meaninglessness, I would answer that my everyday 


life is one huge mass of it. 


Meaning of life. The role and necessity that the entity called "I" desires. This critical 
element, which proves my existence, is missing from me, and it was by realizing this 


that I reached my present state. ...No, I guess it would be correct to say that I was 


led to this. On that day, at that hour, that whimsical husband planted in me an idea 


that makes it impossible for me to return to my former existence. 


What is a "miracle"? Who is "everyone"? And what exactly should be called 
important? 


What, in his opinion, did I possess in the past, what did I lose and what did I forget? 


It scares. I yearn for an answer, but at the same time I have a presentiment that this 
knowledge will break me. However, at the same time, I feel that I can no longer turn 


my back on this idea. 


Precisely because the vision unfolding before me can be the truth that once defined 


me. 


Khvarenah ... glory ... Khvarenah ... hope... The sight of billions and trillions of 
people repeating the same thing in unison makes me _ nostalgic. 
The feeling they get when they call me radiant halo of Khvarenah makes me whine 


about a part of my memory that shouldn't exist. 


That's why I have to find out. I have no right not to know. After all, only after 
knowing this, I can grab onto what that husband saw 
I even allow these dreams to exist, literally, separately from reality, looking for my 


lost basis in these vague pictures. 


The young me smiles. I only vaguely guessed about it, but now without a shadow of 
a doubt I can say that he feels only love for the world before his eyes. 
He wants to answer them, to put a way of life into their hearts, to embrace "universal" 


feelings. 
What exactly was the God of today's humanity striving for? 


What did he believe in, what did he dream about? 


Soft, gentle lips, similar and at the same time incomparable to my current ones, open 


like a bud. The words spoken by him become a reality in the form of an oath. 
— You susuuuuaaes. Therefore, I should also be summumuuagg. 


The air fills with joy and blessings, but I can't hear the promise. Instead, my eyes see 
a bizarre, indescribable force approaching from beyond the horizon. A wave of 


insane color that covers the universe, turning everything and everything. 


Ah, it's all turned inside out. My people, my land, even I myself am completely 
absorbed in the stormy flow of the pattern. Even the truth to which I swore an oath 


is carried away by the current, and I am no longer able to remember what it was. 
Only that I wanted to be sm ammmEuEm... 


Only one thing lingers within me, a lingering desire that once burned with such 


intensity... 


On the day of the celebration of the precious light, which nothing in the world would 


change, the Khvarenah of the universal miracle was wrecked. 


The hypergiant who woke up from a slumber is in prostration for some time. The 
memories of the dream are far behind, and even after trying to refresh them, he can 
no longer grasp them. Even with his computational abilities, with the help of which 
he can perform an astronomical number of calculations in parallel, he is unable not 
only to reproduce what he saw, but even to trace its outlines at all. 
However, such a result is quite expected. This memory is a wound to the soul itself, 


and the astral body dedicated to the truth is still wandering in the Annihilation Star 


Cluster like a demented old man. The stellar body following the logic was born 
precisely because it forgot it, and this makes any interaction between them 


impossible. 


A mystery that will never be solved. In pursuit of a lost prayer that can never be 
returned, Khvarenah only racks his brains in vain and goes around in circles, unable 


to find an answer. 


Indeed, this can be called a real curse. The indescribable feeling of defeat, once 
caused by Varhran, worries, drives one crazy, puts into a corner the Workshop of 
Annihilation, which the universe itself is physically unable to compete with. 


What is it that you saw? He wants to know. Wants to know. He must find out... 


The huge and vain course of diabolical thoughts is again gaining momentum, but 
this time he is forced to partially suspend it. To be more precise, he needs to turn part 
of his consciousness to another phenomenon. And _ this is 


“cruelty” that has taken on a single human form. 
- Long time no see, Khvarenah. What, did you manage to wiggle even more? 


A man with a fearless grin, assuming an imposing pose in the darkness of space, is 
familiar to him. Flesh as if carved from solid stone, and a mane of hair billowing 
like flames. His sight, embodying all the ferocity in the world, but at the same time 
not devoid of some dangerous attraction, evokes only one name in his memory. Only 
one person could look him straight in the face and still show that kind of relaxed 


calmness. So Khvarenah knows his name. 


- It’s you, Bahlavan... If we take the time that I remember as ten, then about 
three shares of it have passed since our last meeting... In this case, we can 


actually say that we haven’t seen each other for a long time. The period of time 


since our last meeting and _ still deserves to be called this way. 


- Ha, you still worry about the little things. 


Without gata-like restrictions as they are, they meet for the first time in more than 
seven hundred years. This means that this meeting takes place at the risk of both 
lives, but neither one nor the other experiences the slightest tension. They carry 
themselves partly friendly, partly indifferent: such a contradictory feeling in some 


ways makes them look like brothers or long-lost friends. 


- Nadare decided to involve both of us in her games. However, personally I am 


satisfied with this, but what about you? 
- Nadare?... Ah, by the way, apparently, everything really is. 


Looks like the world collapsed while he was sleeping. Now Khvarenah finally 
understood why his current coordinates are now significantly different. Just like 
twenty years ago. No, this time the reshuffle is much larger than then. And it's not 
just about Bahlavan before his eyes: all the kings of evil, with the exception of 
Nadare, have gathered in a tight outer space. Moreover, there is also a fortress for 
those who are unable to get along with Drujvans like them. Having guessed the 


current situation, Khvarenah slowly blinks his huge eye, as if sighing. 
- Looks like you're unhappy. And what do you not like about it? 


- I feel like it happened prematurely. In order to unravel a mystery, I entrusted 
a certain mission to my daughter. Therefore, now I have to expect the results of 


her activities, and my going out to meet her looks out of place. 
- So you'd better go back to where you came from? 


- That's what I would like to do, but I don't think I can. 


Most of his mental activity is still devoted to unraveling the miracle, but now he has 
allocated about twenty percent to Bahlavan's answer. With a speed that even a 
hundred thousand ordinary star spirits could not achieve, he had already calculated 


that the further course of events was now inevitable. And all because... 
- You're not going to let me go, Bahlavan. 
- Ha ha ha, exactly! 


The sonorous laughter overcomes the laws of physics and echoes through the 
vacuum of space. Compared to the hypergiant-like Workshop of Annihilation, his 
humanoid form is not even a poppy seed, but it is clear that the mere flame of his 
existence carries a frightening weight. He is the Locust of Ferocity Bahlavan. The 
king of battle demons, living in pursuit of the title of the strongest. A meeting, an 
exchange of views, an awareness of each other's presence means that other people's 


circumstances do not matter to him. 


Especially when it comes to such a worthy opponent, with whom he failed to get 


even in the past. 
- Let's play, Khvarenah. Now I'm not quite the same as I used to be. 


- It is obvious. Looks like you've developed a resistance to teleportation. At the 


very least, it is apparently impossible to throw you anywhere against your will. 


Once their battle reached a stalemate, and Khvarenah, who saw this as a waste of 
time, put an end to it, forcibly teleporting Bahlavan away. It must be assumed that 
they interpret this result in different ways. It was Bahlavan who did not achieve what 
he wanted and could not oppose anything, but with the same confidence it can be 
argued that it was Khvarenah who avoided the battle and preferred to retreat. Strictly 
speaking, both of them can be called losers, and therefore for seven hundred years 


they both worked out a way to avoid a similar fate. 


Now Bahlavan can forcibly move only the rule of the gata. Even the collapse of 
Nadare's world could not have moved him without his own will. 
In other words, the only way to make the Third King of Evil retreat is by killing him, 
which is why Khvarenah makes the statement. About a fate in which there is no place 


for expectations or illusions, based on undeniable calculations. 


- In terms of time in this region of space, you will reach your limit of fighting 
me in eighteen thousand five hundred and two seconds. Know that this is the 


inevitable truth, which you have nothing to oppose. 
- You don’t understand anything, I have no limit! 
- I know. However, the speed of your development is within my calculations. 


The devil star insensitively communicates only this, after which he exercises his own 


power. 
- V.shva /a/r.an. 


Even he himself does not know what the meaning is fraught with this word. The 
memory Khvarenah lost centuries ago still moves him as the truth carved into his 
soul. 

Let there be summmug. Create sememeeeee world. After all, this is exactly what 
they wanted from him, only for the sake of this he was born into the world - in order 


to release the unchanging Sa aaam8m. 


Even degraded to the level of a twisted workshop of annihilation, the radiance of the 


Khvarenah continues to exist as the greatest hegemony. 
- Theory versus practice? Good! 


The Annihilation Star Cluster opens hundreds of millions of sinister eyes. Many 


huge guns protrude from them, and an entire planet could easily fit in each muzzle. 


The palisade of artifacts, each of which is capable of turning this piece of space into 
dust, is directed at a single person. Khvarenah does not consider this excessive - 


rather, it seems insufficient to him, and more and more new weapons are being born. 


ae 
- So, let's start, Bahlavan. You can back off when you realize I'm right. I won't 


chase you. 


- You're worrying for nothing. After all, running away was not an option for me 


either. 


This is where the two sides face each other. In this era, in this universe, this 


unsurpassed fight to the death can be called a battle for a place at the very top. 


All artifacts open fire at once, and it should be recalled that each of them is capable 
of destroying an entire star system with one shot. In addition, each of these guns fires 
its own projectile. A wave of flame, a stream of cold, thunder and mortal poison - of 
course, all this is here, but there is also a virus that destroys matter, and light that 
evaporates space itself. There is also something that modern civilization is 


completely unable to define, and all this covers a single person. 


This can be called a downpour of the very concept of "destruction". Surely there 
would be those who are naturally immune to one or two of them. Perhaps talent or 
knowledge could bring this number to three or four. However, there is not the 
slightest possibility for such assumptions. The galactic-feeding Devil Star calculated 
the density and duration of the bombardment, which allows absolutely no 


counteraction. And so Khvarenah is absolutely sure. 
That's enough to break four or five bones. 
- N-well-u-u-un! 


Roar roar. Projectiles of destruction, exceeding hundreds of millions in number, are 
scattered in all directions in an instant. Now that the view has been cleared, only one 
man can be seen with his fist outstretched and a ferocious grin on his face. Baring 


his protruding fangs joyfully, he already raises another fist above his head. 
- My turn. 


The blow made by him is accompanied by the power of himself that goes beyond 
any limits. For him, such concepts as distance, difference in magnitude, and other 
common sense no longer exist. It can't even be called a shock wave. The fist woven 


from the aura of self-power literally grew to an incredible size in order to hit the star. 


It looks comical, like a real sur. A huge comet in the form of a fist 1s approaching the 
hypergiant, to which even the fixed stars seem to be pitiful insects in order to hit him 
in the cheekbone. Like a dream of a mad god, such an absurdity, by its sheer scale , 
can drive even the most reasonable person crazy. And yet it is a reality, and nothing 


can be done about it. 


Hit by a huge fist, the hypergiant leans back slightly and immediately proceeds to 
the indifferent calculation of the next move. There is no excitement or fear in this: 


only an objective analysis of the circumstances. 


With the first attack, he managed to break five fingers of Bahlavan, which means 
that the result can be called expected. Since this man does not know fatigue, injuries 
are unable to affect his combat power, but he is not immortal at all. In fact, he is just 
a being, fighting with all his might until his last moment. 
This means that it is enough to stick to this plan until this moment comes. The 
damage that Khvarenah will incur during this time, he recognizes as satisfactory, 


even taking into account the improvement of Bahlavan. And all because... 


- Your gain is a relative phenomenon. The less profitable your position, the 
faster you evolve, but the opposite is also true, and until you are driven into a 


corner, a transition to a qualitatively new level should not be expected. 


Therefore, he will continue in the same spirit and will wear him out little by little. 
By maintaining a balance of power in which it is not clear which side has the 
advantage, the Third Evil King's growth curve can be kept under control. The fact 
that a long battle with Bahlavan looks stupid is only due to the fact that most of his 
rivals cannot compete with him physically. However, with Khvarenah 's stamina, the 


conversation becomes very different. 


The Workshop of Destruction, which feeds on the universe itself, is nothing but a 
bottomless maw that wants to devour everything around. Therefore, it goes without 


saying that even the attacks he receives, he absorbs and turns into his own strength. 


- Although the effect was very small, but the fact that you managed to hit me 
suggests that your power of yourself is truly unprecedented. However, you will 
not go further than this, Bahlavan. Our potential is different. Our numbers 
vary. Know your own worthlessness, for whatever power you have, you will 
remain only an individual, and therefore you will fall before my combined 
power. 

- It's funny. If so, then I will overcome this worthlessness. There is no goal that I am 


not ready to set for myself. 


This is where they run into each other again. Their claims are equally true. 
After all, since both of these adversaries were born, they carefully destroyed 
everything in their path - with the same ease with which they breathe. They 
confidently declared that their view of life is the only true one, and won many 


victories over those whose opinions on this matter differed. 


Of course, in their lifetime they destroyed a great many different entities. Among 
them were those whose Commandments were especially effective against Star 
Spirits, as well as those who held much simpler views and considered all alien life 
as enemies. Therefore, it was not in their nature to succumb to the opinion of an 
invader from outer space. And yet they fell, one and all, without standing before the 


very foundation of the pride of the kings of evil. 


Khvarenah was addressing them. Sincerely amazed at them, he asked what exactly 


they had in mind. 


- If you consider yourself superior to any alien life, then I should have a similar 
power. After all, in my life I happened to absorb many stars and planets. 
Why do you think that your way of thinking is correct only for you? You 
consider me an alien life, just as I consider you an alien life, and therefore our 
conditions are equal - or am I wrong? What reason do you have for believing 


that under such conditions you alone have a one-sided advantage? 


The unfortunate victims could not object, speechless, but Khvarenah continued his 
interrogation. Without any malicious intent, without any joy, only out of pure 


curiosity, he plunged his interlocutors deeper and deeper into despair. 


- If we follow the general logic, it is reasonable to determine the advantage by 
comparing actual achievements. This is what is called weighty evidence, while 
empty statements have no weight under them. So, isn't it time for you to answer my 
question already? How many planets have you conquered so far? By the way, on my 


account ... 


Nobody could answer him. Therefore, Khvarenah ended the negotiations and 
disappointedly used his power. Needless to say, the result only confirmed his 


correctness. 

Compared to him, Bahlavan's arguments were even more direct. 

- Sure, happy for you. And yet I am stronger. 

No one could argue with him either. Needless to say, the result also proved him right. 


Therefore, both of them trusted their own way of thinking, without even thinking 
about its fallacy. The howling storm of self-power and the cataclysm generated by 
artifacts, as if arguing their ways of life, continue to multiply without limit. 


Bahlavan's fist blasts three of Khvarenah's bodies to dust with a single blow, while 


the Workshop of Annihilation stabs the Locust of Ferocity with its tongue, causing 


its entire body to bleed under the pressure of the supergravity cell. 


Had it been anyone else, he would have died millions of times a long time ago. 
However, both of them still don't show the slightest sign of fatigue, as if this is 


nothing more than a warm-up for them. 
- Ha ha ha, okay, that’s much more interesting! 


- Personally, I see the current situation as quite ordinary. However, if I managed 


to entertain you, you should repay me for it, Bahlavan. 
Khvarenah's voice still sounds indifferent, as if hanging in boundless space. 


- This restlessness. This irresistibility... Indeed, perhaps you should be called the 
apogee of the individual. I think since your position is directly opposite to mine, 
perhaps it is from your point of view that I will find the answer. 


- What is this, your favorite interrogation again? 


Bahlavan snorts in disappointment but does not express refusal. In battle, he was 
never guided by anger or hatred, and therefore is very tolerant of worthy opponents. 
Or perhaps this is the belief of the locust: to respond to any challenge, whatever form 


it may take. 


Convinced of this, Khvarenah opens his mouth. His intonation remains dry and 
indifferent, but in his question, one feels a weight comparable to the hypergiant 


himself. 
- What exactly in the world seems to you truly unchanged? 
- My strength. 


The answer follows immediately, without a second delay. Following this, Bahlavan 


proudly puffs out his chest. 


- The right to declare oneself as the strongest in the world is what matters. This is 


the only truth I know, and I don't need any other. 
- ...[t's clear. I got it. 


Khvarenah's voice contains an unusually high amount of emotion, essentially a 
mixture of disappointment and envy. He sees one shortcoming in Bahlavan's logic, 
which means that one can say that in this sense he failed to get the desired answer. 
However, imperfect as it is, the locust sings its own truth without any hesitation, 
making Khvarenah jealous, blinding him. At least he has it, which means he is 


definitely much happier. 


- In that case, by absorbing you, I can surely move forward. Please accept my 


gratitude, Bahlavan. 
- | have to thank you. I will crush you and become even stronger than now. 


Both of them confidently declare: "You were born only for me." Then, as if with a 


prayer on their lips, they trust their emotions to military power and clash again. 


- Everything exactly follows my calculations. Your defeat is predetermined. 


- Shut up already, you can’t call such nonsense the truth. 


The grandiose dialogue of destruction and ferocity continues, and Khvarenah is 
about to protest, but suddenly thinks. Isn't this mathematical approach to everything 
that exists the same immutable idea? No... It seems not. After all, it all started 
precisely with the fact that he was unable to measure mathematically. He still does 
not believe that his view of life will be refuted, but he feels that excessive adherence 


to it will only prevent him from looking at things objectively. 


- In that case, let me put it another way. If you'll excuse me, I'd like to see you 


exceed my expectations. 


- I'll show you how - I give you my word, Khvarenah! 
Questions swirled in Khvarenah's mind. 


What is a "miracle"? Who is "everyone"? And what exactly should be called 
important? 


What did he have in the past, what did he lose and what did he forget? 


He has no reason for this, but at this moment Khvarenaha is visited by a premonition. 


He will have an answer very soon. 
- Hi.an/ya.ar/bha, Pra/zha.at/i, T.ash/ar Ga.bha/ati, Pul/st.ya, V.shva/a/r.an. 


In the foreign spell he wove, one can hear both the chant of heaven and the howl of 
the flames of hell. Will he have a hopeful future or die in despair? Now no one can 


give an answer. 


It can only be argued that their clash saved the others. At least until they resolve this 
dispute, there is a high chance that the two incarnations of destruction will remain 


where they are. 


And even if the outcome is still impossible to predict, because it 1s hidden in a chaos 


much darker than the darkness of the cosmos itself... 
- I will destroy your immutability. 
- I will destroy your immutability! 


... There is no doubt that some delay occurred before it was too late. 
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Having successfully defeated Mashyana, we allowed Ashozushta, the new Star Spirit 


of the Sky Burial Zone, to pave the route to the sacred kingdom and return us home. 


Of course, we have a lot to think about. First of all, we never found out who exactly 
Mashyana was, and the victory over her is almost not felt. The same can be said 


about Incest, and her death left a deep imprint on me. 


Needless to say, Ashozushta has known this mysterious girl much longer than us, 
and therefore feels much more guilty. And yet she said that there was no time for this 


now, and hurried us on, referring to a bad premonition. 
- Pll sort it out here and follow you right away. Anyway, we need to hurry now. 


Thus, we were practically driven away by force, after which I saw that dream. 
The truth of twenty years ago did not take away from me even a fraction of a 
moment, during which the teleportation took place. However, it feels like more than 


two months have passed, and I can't imagine ever forgetting what I saw. 


The last moments of Varhran cannot even be described by the word "tragedy". His 
death is capable of completely destroying the common sense of ashavan that I 
learned, to the point that I would not refuse to wash my own brain. 
It is not surprising that King Sirius, who saw this closely, lost his smile, and the 
madness of Magsarion is now quite understandable. Nahid must have suffered a 


severe injury as well, and Alma's passing out can be said to be a great stroke of luck. 


However, even more than this unbearable truth, a horror of a completely different 
kind does not let go of my heart. What am I? Why did I watch the tragedy as if I 
were a direct participant in it? The more I think about the explanation, the more the 
shivers hit me. If we proceed from the fact that I did not share the point of view of 


Varhran, but literally existed there with him, then there is only one answer. 


At that time, I really was there - not as Quinn, but as something else. After that, I 
met my death and through the hands of my father found the current life. 


This does not sound so absurd - rather, even logical. The Workshop of Annihilation, 


fearful of the universal hero, plucked the shard of Varhran in order to understand the 


miracle, reconstructed it, and as a result received me. And that's why I... 
I am destroyed twenty years ago "universal prayers" - their focus. 


How scary. More than my undead nature, I'm afraid that the death of a hero gave 
birth to me. This possibility sounds so ominous that there is no strength to endure. 
Is it possible that I will also someday experience a similar drop gate? Even though I 
was born from a part of Varhran, I still have no idea what exactly he was thinking. I 


don't have a symbol of destruction that I can blame for the hero's death... 


Even though I realize that dark thoughts only drag me deeper and deeper into the 
abyss of melancholy, I see no way to get rid of them. Now I understand a little why 
Magsarion despised me so much, not wanting to listen to praise from such vile 


prayers in my face. 
Ah, Varhran, what did you see? 
What did you dream about, what victory did you strive for? I beg you, tell me. 


As if in impenetrable darkness, where there is nothing definite, I am thrown, bound 


hand and foot. 
And yet... 


All these worries disappear the moment I reach the sacred realm. I don't need to hear 
from others that now is not the time for self-flagellation - I myself know this at a 


glance. 
- Can't be... 


There is no need to clarify who owns the devil's eye covering the sky. This picture 
exactly repeats my dream, as if the nightmare continues in_ reality. 


Apparently, this is exactly what Ashozushta guessed? Having become a star spirit, 


she immediately got an idea of everything that happens in the universe and therefore 


immediately sent us home. 


However, her first interstellar teleportation also took place in a hurry. Perhaps it is 
precisely the lack of experience and excitement that explains the fact that the 
coordinates were shot down and we appeared above the street on the very outskirts 
of the capital. Therefore, it is quite natural that we were quickly surrounded by a 


crowd of panicked citizens. 
- Wait, Magsarion! 


Taking advantage of my confusion, he again uses teleportation and leaves me behind. 
You can't take your eyes off the black knight right now, it's too dangerous. 
Hatred for all, by whose will the hero died. Now that Magsarion is determined to 
destroy any trail left by the hero, who knows how wild he will go in a situation so 


similar to the tragedy of twenty years ago? 


Therefore, I also, albeit a little belatedly, use teleportation. I understand that he went 
to the royal castle, and in an instant, I overcome the space behind him. 
However, in place of his silhouette is nowhere to be seen. The commotion around is 
as good as what I see on the street, and myriad thoughts prevent me from pinpointing 


Magsarion's location. 


The only good news is that the sacred realm remains intact even in such close 
proximity to the father. Such a state cannot be called ideal, and yet the course of the 
planet has not yet been disturbed. The reason is still unclear to me, but we managed 


to avoid an instant defeat. 


On the other hand, in this position, no one can say for sure when our luck will come 
to an end. We are still racing against time, and I run through the castle grounds, 


gritting my teeth in worry. 


If I see anyone I know, we could at least split up. Besides, I still need to report to His 
Majesty and find out what happened during our absence. So please let my wish come 


true. I think it is to this sincere prayer that I am indebted. 
=. Fer! 


In the corner of the corridor, along which many people walk in all directions, I 


manage to notice a sitting figure. 
- Quinn? Okay, so you're fine. Good. 


Yes, but the details will have to be postponed until later. Now there is a more urgent 
conversation. If I explain Magsarion's condition to him, he will certainly agree to 
help me immediately. Confident of this, I'm about to tell him about it, when suddenly 
I notice something strange. No. This is not the Fer I know. It's hard for me to explain, 
but his sincere desire for justice has turned into something else. As if the fracture 
was not put in place, and in the end, it irrevocably coalesced into something 


monstrous. 


And why doesn't he even look me in the eye? Of course, he had treated me coldly 
more than once before, but all these feelings were so pleasantly straightforward. 


And that's exactly why I liked him so much. 


I cannot understand why he is so similar and unlike his former self, as if meekly 
reproaching himself. Why does he seem to be telling me not to deal with him, not to 
approach him? Didn't Fer always tell me directly if he didn't like something in me 


about? 


- Please tell me what happened to you. I don’t know if I can be of any help, but I 


always listen to you ... 


- There is no need to discuss me. There are better things to do, Quinn. 


Interrupting me in mid-sentence, Fer gets up, still bowing his head. He's barely on 
his feet, probably because of his injuries, and I'm about to give him a shoulder when 
he silently recoils. I feel like I can't leave it like this anymore, and I'm going to read 


his mind... 
- You need to go to Samluch. Nothing will save her now. 
But when I hear these words, I literally stand up in my tracks. 


I know immediately what exactly happened here while we were confronting 
Mashyana in the Sky Burial Zone. As a result, Fer didn't tell me anything, but the 
nurse in the hospital = ward tells me all the details. 
Ferocity Locust, Zariched and Taurvid. Two daevas of a special rank made their raid, 


and although it was repelled, we suffered serious losses. 


Two yazatas fought especially fiercely with them. One of them was Fer, who had 


undergone a mysterious change, and the second was none other than ... 
- Great ... I see that you are in perfect order. This makes me happy. 
- Samluch! 


I squeeze the hand of my friend, who is dying, and I cannot hold back my tears. 


Needless to say, there is no way to help her now. 
- Forgive me. I didn't even know you were in such a state, and... 
- No need to apologize. We're both good. 


Samluch's grinning face is literally dotted with cracks up and down. The hair that 
once glowed bright red is now gray, like an old woman's, mercilessly demonstrating 
the depletion of vitality. Everything that was below her chest is now missing. I was 
told that this is the result of the strongest Zariched technique, and even for the 


steadfast Samluch, this wound is definitely fatal. The very fact that she 1s still 


breathing is amazing, and the fact that she retained her gift of speech can be called 


a miracle. 


Therefore, all I can do is be with her until the very end. I can only squeeze her hand, 


which is gradually leaving the strength. 


- ...What a shame. Due to the fact that you are building such a face, I want it 
or not, but I understand that here it is, finally. I can’t rest in peace like that, Pll 


miss the most interesting. 


Samluch's voice becomes quieter, and the light in her eyes gradually goes out. I 


squeeze her hand with all my might and seem to squeeze out the words. 


- Give an order... Order me something. I swear, I will certainly fulfill it, I just want 


to carve your prayer in the very depths of my heart. So we will stay together forever. 
- Seriously? It sounds like a rash promise. 
- I don't care. 


Despite the tears in my eyes, I continue to watch as she literally exhales her last 
breath, and nod vigorously. I really sincerely wish to inherit the will of Samluch, and 


most importantly... 


- | had to go through something, and now I am overwhelmed with anxiety. But I 


think that if I'm with you, everything will be fine. 


Perhaps with her I can overcome even the fear of the truth about myself. Indeed, the 


pride of Ashavan burns brighter in her than in any of the yazatas. 
- Charge me with miraculous power. Please. 


My joking tone makes Samluch's shoulders twitch slightly. Perhaps now this is the 


closest analogue of a smile that she is capable of. 


- Okay, then do me a favor. Let me meet Magsarion. 


- ...What? 


I am involuntarily at a loss from such an unexpected request, but Samluch touches 


me with his finger - weakly, but with great willpower. 


- We need to settle the score, I say. Until I do this, the hell with two I will die. I 
have too much to say to him, and even though I don't even know where to start... 


I'll think of that when I meet him. In short, take me to this jerk. 
- ...Good. 

I nod and I'm about to get up... 

- Well, you have a view, you naive fool. 


... When I suddenly hear an unexpected voice, I turn around and see a black knight 
at the entrance to the chamber. Having understood this, we are both speechless, but 
Magsarion himself does not pay any attention to this and continues in an indifferent 
tone. 


- Use as much as you like. It's yours. 


Then he throws something at her. A small object the size of a coin rolls over the bed, 


and we can see what it is. 


— The ring? What the hell? 
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As Samluch says, Magsarion threw a shiny silver accessory. At first glance, it is 


nothing special, but I know its truth. Mashyag ... A powerful artifact Incest turned 


out to be with him. But why did he give it to Samluch? For what? It's hard to imagine 


that this question will be answered, but Magsarion is surprisingly quick to explain: 


Looks like he chose you. And I have no desire to convince him. Make use of it. 


- ...Wait a minute. What are you carrying? 


Samluch struggles to ask him a question, but Magsarion only smirks. At the same 
time, I suddenly hear a strange heartbeat. It is heard from Mashyag... No, from 
Samluch herself. It's hard to believe, but the life that was just ready to end again 


begins to beat in her in full swing. 


- You don't want to die yet, do you? Then ask him about it. I can't give guarantees, 


but maybe you'll have enough for another battle. 
- Oh, oh-oh-oh-oh! 


How can I describe the phenomenon that happened at that moment in front of my 
eyes? It's too sinister to be called a miracle, and yet it's definitely a kind of salvation. 
From Samluch hanging in the air, like a blossoming flower, steel tentacles stretch 
out in all directions. Following this, they wrap around Samluch, as if intertwining 


into the body she lost, acquiring a soft, but at the same time rough form. 


Black armor, devoid of any luster... Without a doubt, this is what Magsarion wears. 
In this, Samluch, dressed in a copied artifact, looks at her limbs with undisguised 


amazement. 


- Yes, you are driving ... The pain is as if it had not happened. So you forget about 
her, but you don’t change the fact that you remain little better than a corpse. 
However, it cannot be argued that it works in the same way as mine. 


- Hey, stop! 


Magsarion is about to leave, but Samluch calls him sharply. 


- Of course, I’ll thank you. But do not forget I have not forgiven you, and when 


all this is over, we will still talk with you. 
- I'll keep it on mind. As long as you don't have to wait in vain. 


On this he leaves us, with a feeling that can even be called calm. I can only stare 


blankly at him. 
- Ha ha, look, Quinn. How lucky! I can still fight! 


With Samluch holding my hand, I can also only mutter something in response. I am 
so shocked by what happened. To tell the truth, Magsarion's intentions are unclear 
to me, and it is impossible to say where this may lead. However, it can be said with 


certainty that he provided gratuitous assistance. 


He showed compassion towards the needy and helped him. Magsarion himself 
voluntarily saved his comrade-in-arms. It's hard to imagine anything more joyful, 


but then why does my chest tingle with a bad premonition? 


Scary, scary... Perhaps I am still something flawed that sends the heroes to certain 


death. 


Meanwhile, in the palace that rises in the heart of the Dragon Remains Star, Arma is 
on her knees and berates herself over and over again. She could not have foreseen 
such a combination of circumstances. The sky-clouding Workshop of Annihilation 
itself evokes unpleasant memories, but now things are even worse than they were 


then. 


- Your complexion is unhealthy, Alma. Are you so afraid? 


- Yes... Forgive my inexperience. 
- You have nothing to worry about at all. We just need to follow the will of our king. 
- Indeed. 


- He has knowledge in a wide variety of fields. Little things like that shouldn't cause 
fear. Keep in mind that confusion is a sign of distrust of the king, and therefore of 


treason. 


How she wants to grab her frivolous respectable sisters by the breasts and tell them 
everything she thinks. However, they are in completely different conditions. 
Indeed, given his status as an astral spirit alone, Kaikhosru is indeed equal to 
Khvarenah. Even if fighting on all fronts is impossible, they certainly have a chance 
to run. The sixth king of evil already does not like things in which there is no benefit 


for him, and therefore the likelihood of his speedy retreat is very high. 


However, therein lies the problem. Arma is obliged to protect the sacred realm and 
would like to persuade Kaikhosru to do so but does not even know how to do it. 
Especially considering that from an objective point of view, such tactics would mean 


a voluntary plunge into complete chaos, and only a complete fool would do this. 


Therefore, in the worst case, she may need to go to the rescue alone. However, for 
this she needs to avoid prying eyes, which is extremely difficult now, when all the 
concubines have gathered in one place. Because of this, Arma feels as if she is about 
to be torn to pieces, even if she realizes that by doing so, she is only winding herself 


up in vain. 


Suddenly she feels someone gently stroking her neck from behind. Apparently, all 
seventeen concubines felt it at the same time and looked up at once. 


Someone does not see anything from ecstasy, someone does not hold back and emits 


a languid groan. The kneeling girls were lifted to the heights of bliss by a stately 


handsome man sitting on a dragon throne with one glance. 
Before them appeared none other than the king of evil Kaikhosru himself. 
- Relax. Now I will show you something funny. 


The serpent addresses his beloved queens tenderly. With a smile on his lips, as if 


licking his lips before a noble feast. 
- Preparations are finally over. It's time to thank the Dragon Jewel. Let's go. 


Remembering the eldest of the concubines, which is still shrouded in a veil of 
secrecy, Kaikhosru suddenly looks at Arma. It's hard to say why, but at that moment, 
an indescribable shiver runs through her body. The king of evil breaks into a greedy 


smile and tells her the curse-like truth. 


- Looks like you took a liking to her. You probably had a hard time, but you will 


have to come to terms with it somehow. 


As if they had already met each other in person. And Kaikhosru loves with all his 


heart both sisters who are so similar to each other. 
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When the position of celestial bodies changes, their course inevitably changes. If we 
compare the universe with the human body, then this is quite comparable to a sudden 
rearrangement of organs or reversed blood circulation: of course, such a thing cannot 
pass quietly about. In this sense, the collapse of Nadare's world can literally be called 
the creation of chaos. At the moment, Khvarenah, who has the greatest influence on 
his environment, is focused on Bahlavan, and therefore a fatal situation was avoided, 


but this does not mean at all that no anomalies have arisen. 


The orbit of the Dragon Remains Star and the Sacred Realm intersected. In addition, 
the second turned out to be a prisoner of the gravitational field of the first, and their 
physical collision was inevitable. The gem dragon shimmering with all the colors of 
the rainbow seemed to wrap its rings around a silver eagle. Simply put, Kaikhosru 
had no intention of letting go of his prey, and the two planets moved closer in the 
blink of an eye. However, this also did not mean the hopeless defeat of the sacred 


realm. 


At the moment, the two planets have not crashed into each other, but are kept at a 
certain distance, like magnets. Retain this figure-of-eight shape that does not result 
in any noticeable casualties. This grandiose, or perhaps absurd, cosmic spectacle is 
not, in fact, such a rarity. With planets in which Star Spirits live, this sometimes 


happens, being nothing more than a handshake. 


However, this is precisely what makes such a situation completely abnormal. After 
all, the colors of the two planets are black and white, nothing else... The alliance of 
the Yazata headquarters and the Daeva King in a sense can be called even more 
amazing than the collapse of the world. From the point of view of the Avesta, such 
a thing is simply impossible, it defies the very rule of the universe. From the outside, 
it might seem that the much larger Dragon Remains Star has the upper hand, but 
Kaikhosru's rule still does not extend to the Sacred Realm. So, their relationship 


remains equal - at least for the moment. 


Without any exaggeration, this situation has no precedent. Even if this is a temporary 
alliance in the fight against the Workshop of Annihilation, such prudence and 
compliance should not be allowed. Because of this, it is difficult to understand what 
is happening, but now, when what happened can no longer be changed, all that 


remains is to succumb to the flow and choose your own path along the way ... 


It is on such thin ice that threatens to break through from a single mistake, and Quinn 


and the other yazatas are standing now. 


- So you want us to go there as well? 


- Yes... Although I am very sorry to burden you like this instead of giving you time 


for a well-deserved rest. Do you agree? 

Replied Sir Tulan, the elderly figure standing before them. 

- Do not worry. Personally, I don't mind at all. 

I contemplated for a moment, then responded 

- I don't mind either. Rather, she was already ready to ask. 
Added Samluch, her voice carrying a sense of determination. 


We express our will without getting up from our knees, and the old man standing in 
front of us nods his thanks to us. The third of the twelve lords of the holy realm, the 
lord of the Amu Darya, Sir Tulan... The gentle soul, revered by his subjects as the 
lord of fertility, has a physique and a mild impression, even now, of course, he looks 
somewhat haggard. It must be said that he always loved art more than military 


affairs, and rarely took the opportunity to command yazatas like us. 


The fact that he nevertheless called us is caused not only by the current emergency 


situation, but also by the mysterious plan of His Majesty. 


- Whatever one may say, but a carefree trip to visit Kaikhosru smacks of suicide. If 
his royal majesty turns a deaf ear to any attempts to stop him, then it remains only 


to go with him and protect him in case of emergency. 


- Watch your tongue, Samluch. If you don’t see anything else in this, then it’s better 


to stay here so as not to interfere. 
- Hey, Fer, why are you so angry yourself? What are you yelling at all the time? 


Samluch mutters to herself and tries to nudge Fer in the shoulder, but he recoils 
violently before she can. She's right: this kind of behavior really looks too cold, and 
even given our state of emergency, it doesn't fit in my head. I also worry about the 
state of Samluch, who literally returned from the other world, and yet the suspicious 
changes with Fer do not go out of my head. However, he himself says not to ask him 


questions, and therefore I am still only at a guess. 


Perhaps unsurprisingly, there is a certain sadness in Sir Tulan's gaze as he looks at 


US. 


- Fighting the evil king, being attacked by locusts... I’m sure you’ve endured pain 
and hardships beyond what I can imagine. The position obliges me to at least fully 
reward your exploits, but instead I send you to meet a new danger ... I hope you can 


forgive me such impudence. I just have nowhere else to turn. 


- Thank you for the kind words. However, if you allow me to express my opinion, 
why don't the noble lords send twins to the meeting? 
- Will not work. His Majesty will not allow this, and most importantly, we ourselves 
cannot allow this. No one wants to hide alone when such a danger threatens 


everyone. 


Sir Tulan states this confidently despite his pained appearance, and I can only 


respectfully apologize. 


Yes, the impending meeting with the sixth king of evil must take place in the 
presence of the leaders of both sides. Apparently, the message from the Dragon 
Remains Star indicated that failure to comply with this condition would mean 


immediate war. 


In other words, Kaikhosru and eighteen concubines will be present from their side. 
From our side, His Majesty, twelve lords, me, Fer, Samluch and, finally, Magsarion 
are waiting. Since Alma is on our side and this is known to the king of evil, exactly 
eighteen people will come forward from both sides. So, the formal balance will be 


observed. 


- Besides, there is hardly a place that can be called truly safe right now. This means 
that I, as a proud ashavan, must also show courage... Of course, I am still 
overwhelmed by overwhelming fear, but if I am not capable of even such a trifle, I 


will not be able to look you in the eyes. 
- It’s very flattering to hear that, of course, but such a crowd is harder to defend. 


- I'm afraid you misunderstood, Samluch. If the need arises, it is enough for you to 


intercede only for His Majesty. 


Sir Tulan declares without a shadow of a doubt that they may well be left to fend for 
themselves. Since his determination is so strong, we hardly have anything to argue 


with him. 
- As you wish. We can't promise anything, but we'll do our best. 


Other things to worry about are Magsarion's possible rampage but leaving him 
overboard would certainly be far riskier. This meeting is bound to end in bloodshed 
without that... So, as a fighting force, it is simply necessary. The main question is 


what exactly will be the signal for the start of the conflict, and therefore it is enough 


for us not to miss the right moment to enter the battle. In this sense, Magsarion's 


instinct, on the contrary, even inspires confidence. 


The way he saved Samluch. The kind of fear I experienced. Unfortunately, all this 


still haunts me... 
- Alright, then, can I ask you one last question? 


As I keep asking questions without answers, Samluch speaks next to me. Although 
her head-to-toe black armor gives a grim impression, her question to Sir Tulan 


sounds surprisingly light-hearted. 


- If all the worthy ladies and gentlemen are there, then Roxanne too, right? How well 


do you know her? 
- ... Hey, enough already. Shut your mouth. 


Even under Fer's heavy gaze, Samluch only tilts his head questioningly. As if he does 
not understand what in her behavior could = anger him. 
This behavior of hers gives me some vague concern. Indeed, she was never a 
connoisseur of etiquette, but she cannot be called devoid of common sense. Even 


assuming that she is deliberately annoying Fer, such tomfoolery looks strange. 
- Let it. Since my fate depends on you, we need no more formalities. 

However, Sir Tulan generously forgives her rudeness and answers the question. 
- So you're interested in Roxanne? 


- I was very close to her grandfather and even took care of his son, who was her 
predecessor, but I have to say that I do not know her very well. I can only say that 


she is like two drops of water similar to her grandmother. 


- To her venerable grandmother? 


Sir Tulan nods and begins to recount the events of fifty years ago. There are many 
things about him that make me suspicious, but right now we must sit still and listen. 
According to Sir Tulan, when the Sacred Realm was not yet on this planet, he and 
the young lord of the house of Sahnavak participated in a campaign to exterminate 
the Drujvants, in which he met a certain girl. It was none other than Roxanne's 


venerable grandmother. 


- Unlike us, who were still daredevils at that time, she was an extremely wise person. 
However, at the same time, she was naive, like a small child, and often made fun of 
others in such a way that she was amazed. We always had to fulfill her various 
whims, and I think we quickly became captives of her charms. I am ashamed to 


admit it, but the fact that she chose my friend was an insulting event to tears. 
- And now the venerable empress is no longer alive? 


- Yes, I think her rehabilitation after giving birth was not the best. Since the birth of 
the previous lord, she did not live even four years. As did my friend, who seemed to 


follow her. 


Apparently, this is why Sir Tulan became the guardian of the heir, although it seems 
to me a little strange. After all, as far as I know, now these two genera are kept at 
some distance. This cannot be called alienation, but their relationship remains purely 


business. 


Another confirmation of this is his confession that he does not know Roxanne, the 
current mistress of Sahnavak, well. Such an attitude towards the granddaughter of 
his late friend, all the more so similar to the woman who once conquered him, does 
not correlate with the sensual and midge of the lord of the Amu Darya. 
Perhaps Sir Tulan read the question in my eyes as he continues with a bitter smile 


on his lips. 


I don't know what she was like when she was younger. I heard that he had a daughter, 
but she did not go out into the world under the pretext of poor health. Apparently, he 
was also overcome by mental illness: I tried many things in order to pay them a visit, 
but I did not achieve anything. Thoughts that such a situation is unacceptable visited 


me exactly twenty years ago. I think you yourself understand why. 


When His Majesty moved the holy kingdom here, everyone was too busy helping 
him, which created a gap with the Sahnavak clan. Sir Tulan furrows his gray brows 


with sad self-reproach. 
- In short, when the Sacred Realm was reborn, Roxanne’s dad did almost nothing? 
- I'm surprised it didn't bother you. 


- Of course, he took a minimal part in state affairs, even came to the castle, even if 
his visits can be counted on the fingers. It was impossible to tell from him that he 
easily endured his duties, but at that time almost everyone was cornered. Of course, 
reproaches were also addressed to him, but to deprive a clan of its status, many 
complicated procedures are required, moreover, such a blow to our reputation was 
then completely inopportune for us. Is that why they put it off until later? 
- Even if a few influential people were very close to this. It did not come to this in 
view of the circumstances I have described and my firm position against it. In 
addition, the deciding vote was for His Majesty, who insisted on the continuation of 


the Sakhnavak family. 
- His Majesty? 


- Exactly. As a result, his decision turned out to be correct. The lord of the family 
passed away six years ago, but immediately after that, an heiress took his place and 


in the blink of an eye returned the good name to the family. You know her very well. 


The current mistress of the family, who inherited the title of her father and revived 
the house that was in decline. Everyone knows that it was the gift to conduct business 
that made her an approximate adviser to His Majesty. However, after listening to 
everything from beginning to end, one gets the feeling that he was bewitched by a 


certain fox. 


- To tell you the truth, it scares me. I can't say exactly why, but I sense something 


unknown about it. 


Despite her fragile health and childhood in captivity, Roxanne's behavior is too 
cheerful, and she knows the laws of life too well. Frankly, there is an imbalance in 
this, and Sir Tulan's fear is understandable. An eerie creature that took the form of 


his long-time lover... Perhaps, in his eyes, it looks exactly like that. 

- Okay, last question then, about her grandmother. What was her name? 
- Also, Roxanne ... I guess they named her after her. 

- Hmmm, I see... 


Samluch tilts his head still with the same somewhat distant look. In noble families, 
children are often given the names of great ancestors, but, apparently, something 
confuses her in this? Fer, who has been silent all this time, finally sighs and asks 


about it directly. 
- So what did you end up wanting to know? Any thoughts on Roxanne? 


- No... I’m not sure about that either. I feel that this is something very important, but 


for some reason I can’t remember. 
- Okay, okay. 


Not wanting to continue talking to her, Fer turns his gaze to Sir Tulan. 


- I'm sorry for taking up your time. The situation is clear to us, so let's head to the 


meeting point. 
- ... Yes, I'm counting on you. 
- I'm listening. 


We answer and get back on our feet. Be that as it may, now it is necessary to deal 
with a more pressing problem. We're just getting lost in the dark, but the meeting 


should clear things up. Assuring myself of this, I furtively look behind myself. 


There, leaning against the wall, stands Magsarion. I wonder how he sees our near 
future? 


I suppose even he thinks that until everything starts, it's impossible to say for sure. 
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We embarked on a journey to a new continent, born from the convergence of the 
Sacred Realm and the Corpse of the Dragon Star—a boundary of sorts between the 


two realms. 


Teleportation was not an option, so we had to fly from the nearest point, a journey 
that took no more than half an hour. While the possibility of an attack along the way 
couldn't be denied, at least in neutral airspace, we needn't worry about the 
overwhelming power of Kaikhosru, which meant we weren't at risk of instant 
annihilation. Even if it was due to his underestimation of us, relinquishing the 


territorial advantage worked in our favor. However, this didn't mean we could relax. 


During our brief voyage, His Majesty maintained an imposing silence, while the rest 


of us appeared too tense to engage in conversation. The only exception was Roxanne, 


who seemed to find the whole situation immensely amusing. Each time our gazes 
met, she would wave her hand at me, but amidst the chaos, I had no opportunity to 


formulate a response. Finally, we arrived at the designated location. 
- Oh, well, you must... 


Kaikhosru had yet to make an appearance, and as we surveyed the surroundings, 


Samluch let out a sigh tinged with a sense of admiration. 


- “T imagined that a new continent would be quite a spectacle," she mused. "But it 


seems a speck of decency is required for this meeting... at least, that's what I believe." 


Indeed, a barren wasteland sprawled around us, but directly in front of us stood a 
circular structure, reminiscent of an open-air theater. Carved entirely from stone, it 
exuded an unpretentious charm. Neatly arranged seats and tables hinted at a certain 
grandeur. Such austere and noble surroundings hardly aligned with the tastes of the 
sixth King of Evil. Many shared this sentiment and turned their gazes toward a 
particular individual. His Majesty Sirius... However, he paid no heed to the 


restlessness of his vassals, his gaze fixed ahead. 
If we assume that he had prepared this meeting place, what could it mean? 
Was he prepared for anything from the very beginning? 


After all, the encounter with the Corpse of the Dragon Star was an unforeseen 
anomaly, so he couldn't have established contact with Kaikhosru before then. I 
couldn't fathom any other explanation for how he managed to swiftly construct a 


meeting place at a location chosen by the other side. 


"~ What's the matter, Quinn? You seem rather lost," a playful voice interjected. 


Suddenly, Roxanne's hand rested on my shoulder, causing me to sharply turn 
towards her smiling face. She also wrapped her other arm around Samluch, who 


stood beside me, prompting him to recoil. 

"- Hey, what are you doing? Don't cling to me like that," Samluch protested. 
"- Oh, how friendly we are, aren't we friends?" Roxanne teased. 

- Ah? What are you carrying? 


Samluch does not even hide her amazement at the fact that a superior person 1s 
behaving so familiarly - no, this cannot even be called familiarity. Roxanne, on the 
other hand, looks at her with a puzzled look for a while, after which she squints 


contentedly. 
- I see, I see, | thought something was wrong. How does it work? 


Then Roxanne runs her finger over the armor, nods at something and addresses 


another person. 


- You, too, it turns out, that naughty one, Magsarion. Do you understand what you 


did to my precious friend? 


- Ah, but that nihilism of yours is also unstoppable! 


- “Eh? What are you talking about?” I attempted to address her, but the words barely 


escaped my lips. 


"- Apologies, we'll talk later," Roxanne whispered, her face now raised with a sense 


of reverence but also a hidden delight. 


"_ Arrived." 


In an instant, all of us, as if on cue, turned our eyes toward the sky. The majestic 
presence of the Workshop of Annihilation still remained motionless, but something 
else emerged alongside it. The dragon. The dragon soared... The avaricious serpent, 
clad in a coat of iridescent scales, graced us with its presence, while the backdrop of 
destruction in the skies behind it enhanced its sublime appearance. Four rainbow- 
colored eyes and rows of fangs glistening with a precious radiance grew larger and 
larger. Of course, in terms of sheer size, it paled in comparison to its father. However, 
due to its proximity, little time passed before Kaikhosru's draconic form engulfed 
our entire field of vision. It could easily have wrapped itself around the entire planet. 
Perhaps not much time had passed since our victory over Mashyana, but one simply 
couldn't grow accustomed to such absurdity. This was the King of Evil, the 


embodiment of absolute malevolence... 


We all froze in place, almost forgetting how to breathe. If we were attacked at this 
moment, we would meet our demise in an instant. Agreeing to this meeting felt like 
suicide, but then, unexpectedly, the creature hovering above, one that couldn't be 


described merely as deadly, turned its attention toward us. 


"- The numbers don't add up," the dragon's voice echoed with a hint of suspicion as 
if toying with us. It uttered a few words, and in the next moment, its colossal figure 


vanished without a trace. 


"- I did mention that this alliance would be an equal one. Surprising that you 
immediately resorted to such trickery," a voice sounded from a different direction, 


prompting everyone to hastily redirect their gaze. 


The sound and direction of the voice change, and everyone hastily turns their gaze 
to the opposite side. A regal and handsome man, accompanied by several radiant 
maidens... Even in his human form, an unimaginable power emanated from him. The 


same pressure that threatened to crush us merely from being in his presence remained 


unaltered. This was the King of Evil, Kaikhosru. Ruler of the Corpse of the Dragon 


Star and apparently the one who summoned us here. 


On closer inspection, among the maidens in his retinue, I spotted Alma. However, 
what concerned me most was a single word he had just uttered. Did Kaikhosru refer 
to an "alliance"? This revelation shook me even more than the presence of the King 


of Evil himself. 


The lords sitting in a row seemed to awaken from their stupor, their anxiety palpable. 
Indeed, we were aware from the outset that this meeting would revolve around some 
form of alliance. The physical connection between the Sacred Realm and the Corpse 


of the Dragon Star only confirmed this. 


Yet, in the end, it was all just a facade. An ornamental pretext for the inevitable 


bloodshed that lay ahead. 


The tension in the air was palpable as Kaikhosru continued to voice his grievances 
and express his dissatisfaction. His piercing gaze fell upon each member of our party, 
scrutinizing us with disdain. The audacity of his accusations, the way he belittled us, 
invoked a different kind of fear within us—one that went beyond the fear for our 


own lives. 


"- Answer, Sirius. Do you take me for a fool?" Kaikhosru's voice dripped with scorn 


and impatience. 


His Majesty Sirius remained silent, stoic as a rock. It wasn't that we couldn't move 
or react, but rather a sense of anticipation gripped us, spreading across our sides. We 


refrained from openly showing our concern, perhaps out of loyalty to our king. 


Yet, the perplexed expressions on the concubines' faces betrayed their surprise and 


incomprehension. All eyes were turned in our direction, awaiting an explanation. 


- Elder sister... 


As soon as the ruby-clad concubine whispers these words, we all also glare at the 


object of their attention. 


"- Well, how impatient you all are. And here I was, hoping to enjoy the spectacle a 


little longer," a mischievous voice rang out. 


In an instant, our attention shifted to the source of the voice. Roxanne - the senior 
concubine - stood alone, wearing a smile that seemed to carry a tinge of sadness, 


mocking everything around her. 


"- Roxanne, it's you!" I couldn't help but exclaim. But before I could utter another 


word, chaos erupted. 


Fer's scream pierced through the air as she shouted, "- Don't, Samluch, get away 


from her!" 


Reacting instinctively, I grabbed Samluch and pulled her back, mirroring the 
movements of our companions. The rest of our side, except for His Majesty Sirius, 
retreated as well. Roxanne, left alone, simply lowered her shoulders and continued 
smiling - a smile tinged with a sense of joy and innocence, but also one that held a 


hidden darkness. 
"- Ah-ah, how unsightly," she remarked. "There's really no need to be so alarmed." 
"- Roxanne, it's really you!" I reiterated; my voice filled with disbelief. 


We can only watch as, right before our eyes, the ninth of the twelve lords... Mistress 
Sahnavak transforms into something else. Her appearance does not change a bit, but 
now you can see a formidable drujvant in her ... Such an evil, such a threat, a 
concentrated power of oneself, from which everything floats in the eyes, simply 


cannot belong to a typical daeva. 


“.,.Dragon Jewel Princess?” 


The realization hit us like a wave. Roxanne, the seemingly loyal and trusted 
companion, was none other than Dragon Jewel Princess—the daeva of a special 


rank, second only to the Kings of Evil in power. 
"- Tt can't be..." Fer ground his teeth in contempt, mirroring our thoughts. 


While we were left stunned by this revelation, Alma, who stood among the 
representatives of Zahhak, let out a groan of disbelief. She, too, possessed the ability 
to deceive recognition of belonging to the Avesta, and now she recognized the same 


ability in Roxanne. The shock of betrayal was evident on her face. 


"- How long? How did this seductress infiltrate the halls of the Sacred Realm?" I 


pondered, a mix of anger and confusion swirling within me. 


With a whole family and a rich history at her disposal, it was clear that Roxanne's 
presence here was not a recent development. She had meticulously planned her 
deception, using her charm to manipulate and exploit the emotions of those around 


her. 
"- Roxanne, you..." Sir Tulan's voice cracked with a mixture of shame and anger. 
- Tulan, I think we should say that we haven’t seen each other for a long time? 


- You probably think that I reyected you, but it is not so. I liked you much more, so I 
decided not to offend you. 


The girl joyfully and innocently laughs at how she captured someone else's family, 
plunged her into the abyss of madness, carefully used her as a tool. Like a seductive, 


poisonous gem that feeds the torment and despair of people. 


"- Perhaps it was more difficult for me, but it's better for you to forget all about it. 
After all, we're friends," she said, her voice laced with a disturbing sweetness. "And 


when someone I love makes such a face, I just can't resist." 


- ...My king!!! 
Sir Tulan screams with a crazy mixture of shame and anger on his face. 


- What does all of this mean?! Are you really in league with that filthy... 


- Shut up, worm. 


But before he could finish his sentence, a single word from Kaikhosru shattered Sir 


Tulan into tiny pieces, turning him into a quartz crystal that fell to the ground. 


"~ Scum like you don't deserve a voice," Kaikhosru sneered, his power over gem 


transformation revealed. 
"- Know your place and prostrate yourself for eternity." 


The power of turning into gems... I thought that far from the Dragon Remains Star, 
he was unable to use it, but apparently, this rule does not apply in person. This means 


that already now we are all in his mercy. 
"- Ts there no way out of here now?" Samluch's voice trembled with desperation. 
"~ Calm down, Samluch," I replied, trying to maintain composure. 


- We gathered here to establish an alliance, so we mustn't lose our heads. Right, 
Kaikhosru?" 
- Yes, but, as I said, the conditions have not been met. I hate those who cannot be 


relied upon. 


Kaikhosru, still seething with anger, growled through his teeth, once again 
highlighting the inequality in numbers. 
- Even if I had endured that fool, seventeen came from your side and eighteen from 


ours. Can't you even keep such a simple promise, Sirius? 


The numbers given to Kaikhosru raise questions rather from the side of the 


concubines, and Roxanne took it upon herself to provide an explanation. 


“- Armochka was originally an Ashavan. Her ability is like mine, so she should be 
considered more aligned with the white side. And you have no right to be angry with 
her," Roxanne asserted, "Besides, Kaikhosru is fully aware of everything, so if 


anyone has a problem, take it up with him." 
- ... Yes. As you say, sister. 


Of course, this is unlikely to suit everyone, and yet the concubines nod emphatically 
in response. With the single exception of Arma, who turned her eyes full of fury 
directly on Roxanne. What is going on in her mind right now? Indeed, no 
Commandment can be called the one and only. If you come to the same expression 
of your essence and endure the same hardships, then the simultaneous presence of 


the same abilities in two or more people does not seem so surprising. 


Therefore, the more remarkable the fetters, the more important it is not to discard 
such an opportunity. This shame now gnaws at Arma: of all of us, it was she who 


should have understood everything first. 


Moreover, since Roxanne, the princess of Dragon Jewel, siding with the opposition, 
the delicate balance of power was disrupted. The true meaning of the alliance 
remained elusive, but the glaring disparity in numbers clearly irked Kaikhosru, the 


King of Evil. 
Though... 
- Have your eyes failed you, Kaikhosru? 


His Majesty Sirius, who had remained silent until now, suddenly whispered 
something with a sigh in his voice, as if he were mocking Kaikhosru. He continued 


speaking, seemingly unaffected by the trembling that ran through our side. 


- Ah, or maybe you are one of those men who can't leave the past behind? If you 


think that the woman you left seventy years ago still belongs to you, I can only 


express my own amazement. However, it goes without saying that I am not going to 
consider Dragon Jewel as one of my subjects either. I appreciate her correctly, unlike 
you. 


- Ho-oh, then tell us, be so kind. Who do you think she is? 


A flame of insanity ignited in Kaikhosru's eyes as he heard Sirius’ words. Roxanne's 
cheeks flushed with a pink heat, and even the concubines thirsted for blood. We, 
caught in the middle, found ourselves without a place to stand. His Majesty Sirius 
was fully aware of this, and yet his voice remained steady, devoid of any trembling. 
Whoever dared to interfere with him, whatever obstacle stood in his way, he was 


determined to march forward, never turning back. 


I could sense Magsarion stifling a laugh behind me, finding amusement in the chaos 


unfolding. 


- The neutral side, of course. I can't claim her as mine. Therefore, I believe it would 


be a mistake to consider her as belonging to either side. 
- Ha! Ahaha! 


Upon hearing this, Kaikhosru threw his head back, Roxanne clutched her sides, and 
both erupted into laughter. The fact that the sacred king proclaimed her to be neither 
black nor white only seemed to amuse them further. This spectacle evoked in me the 
same emotions I felt when witnessing Varhran's final moments. The very fabric of 


the universe seemed to crumble before our eyes. 


“- You have lost here, Kaikhosru. Enough of this tedious bickering, let's get down 


to business," Sirius stated, his voice cutting through the laughter. 


"- Indeed, please take a seat as well. Standing apart at this point seems rather foolish. 
You can sit wherever you like, but stay here, Alma," Kaikhosru said, pointing to a 


place next to him. 


Perhaps he intended to hold her hostage, but if Alma displayed any displeasure, the 


King of Evil himself, with a cheerful smile, said something unimaginable to her. 


- Don't look at me like that. I simply can't bear to be separated from the woman I 


love, even for a moment. 


I couldn't begin to comprehend what was right or wrong anymore. How could a 
person casually kill Sir Tulan with a single word, treating him as if he were mere 
garbage, and then declare his love to Alma? And what about His Majesty Sirius, who 
witnessed this absurdity but didn't even raise an eyebrow? And what about us, those 
who obeyed him without question? A sense of teetering on the precipice permeated 


the gathering in the Sacred Realm and the Corpse of the Dragon Star. 


Even though we were told to sit anywhere, those present still remained divided into 
two distinct sides. No one dared to sit next to His Majesty, and Roxanne, the 
supposed neutral side, stood to the side, between the two kings. Magsarion, as 
always, stood towering in front of me, observing the assembly from a position of 
elevated authority. The meeting took on the appearance of a gathering of four 
factions, causing a discomfort that was impossible to ignore. The tension that had 


built up immediately erupted into a barrage of questioning. 


"- So, my assignment was nothing more than a farce?" Alma's voice cut through, her 


tone filled with bitterness. 


"- Don't be so direct, Armochka. I told you it was a kind of arranged marriage, and 
you and I are in similar positions," Roxanne replied, attempting to diffuse the 


tension. 


Roxanne and Alma were messengers sent from one king to another, serving dual 
roles as gifts. Although Roxanne had assumed this role much earlier, their duties 


were truly similar. 


- If I don't please my king, I can kill him. On the other hand, if the king doesn't please 
me, I will be left alone in enemy territory and quickly meet my demise. If nothing 


else can be expected, then we are back to where we started. 


On the other hand, the fact that we are standing here alive proves that Kaikhosru and 
King Sirius recognized each other. The analogy is not that sublime, but it's like eating 


out of one bowl. 


- Like, the easiest way to make friends with two men is to share one woman for two? 


Well crap... 


Irritably squealing through her teeth Samluch can be understood. Indeed, even our 
stay on the Dragon Remains Star was actually a test of this gathering. 
Showing cards in hand so Kaikhosru can decide if they will be useful to him. At the 
time, I thought our mission was reckless, but in reality we were in no danger at all. 


Initially, no one expected us to defeat the sixth king of evil. 


Still, Arma is right: it is quite appropriate to call such a farce. I can barely contain 


my growing anger and only quietly ask: 
- Well, if we arrange you, then what exactly do you want from us? 
- Stupid question, see for yourself. 


Kaikhosru gestures upward. What exactly is there is obvious to everyone, and Fer 


almost groans. 
- So this is an alliance to defeat the Annihilation Workshop? 


- Now we need to deal with him, but in fact our target is Nadare. No, we are aiming 
even higher, we will destroy the Avesta itself... Hey, what are you talking about, why 


be surprised? The very fact that we are sitting here and discussing this should have 


hinted to you that only one name remained from the inheritance. You are probably 


right about that, but... 


From such words in the head again there is a feeling, as from a blow with a blunt 
object. Destroy the Avesta. Leave no trace of common sense, transcend the division 
into good and evil, black and white. Simply put, leave instincts behind, soar into a 


world unknown to us. 


Once Alma shared with me the idea of a new world and thus gave me hope, but at 
that time I thought only about the epilogue that awaits us after the death of all black. 
I never dared to think that we would join forces with the evil king for the sake of a 


common victory. 
Let's start with, is it possible? Does such a possibility exist? 


"- Share your thoughts as well, Sirius. After all, why should I have to persuade your 


subjects?" Kaikhosru demanded, his gaze fixed on our king. 


In response to his demand, Sirius - the one we had believed to be our king - finally 
spoke, his voice laden with the weight of shared memories that only Magsarion and 
I knew. No one dared to challenge him, for the overwhelming surge of emotions 


within him rendered any rebuttal futile. 


- I once witnessed the final moments of Varhran—a sight from the depths of hell 
that will forever haunt me. The sight of citizens who had once revered him betraying 


the universal hero and subjecting him to a painful death. 


Sirius’ voice grew fiercer with each word, his anger, grief, hatred, and despair 


merging into a maddened prayer. 


- And in that moment, I realized that this entire world is flawed. Now, only I and 
Magsarion share these memories with him. Yet, no one can argue with the truth he 


carries, for the tumultuous surge of emotions within him leaves anyone speechless. 


Justice alone cannot salvage anything. As long as we remain obedient to the Avesta, 
victory will forever elude us. Why? Because even Varhran himself failed. Even a 
hero of his stature, met with a similar fate. What is this if not a grave mistake? It's a 
farce; it defies reason. There is no need to inquire about the reasons behind it. The 


blame rests upon the very fabric of the universe. And thus, it must be destroyed. 


Sirius’ monologue became increasingly impassioned, his words resonating with the 


fury of a tempest. 


- All those who revel in empty rhetoric, the fools who speak of heroes through their 
polished ideals—these are my adversaries. They know nothing of true injustice. 
Only one person in this world comprehended it and yet persisted in such an 
existence. I cannot become what my friend was, but if I am compelled to confront 
the god himself, casting my shadow upon him, then Iam more than capable of doing 
so. And if someone dares to call it perversion or consider me lower than the lowliest 
worm - let them do so. I am impervious to shame; I am devoid of mercy and 


remorse!" 


As Sirius' impassioned declaration reverberated through the chamber, the weight of 
its implications settled upon us all. The boundaries of our understanding were 
shattered, and the world teetered on the precipice of an unprecedented alliance. 
Within the gathering of the sacred realm and the star dragon remains, a tense 
atmosphere pervaded. Although we had been invited to sit wherever we pleased, a 
palpable hesitation prevented anyone from taking the seat beside the king. Roxanne, 
who had been deemed neutral, positioned herself between the two monarchs. 
Magsarion remained standing before her, overseeing the assembly from his elevated 


vantage point against the wall. Thus, the gathering resembled a meeting of four 


factions, an arrangement that only served to intensify the discomfort and tension that 


hung heavy in the air. 
- We aim to defeat Nadare 
Kaikhosru asserted, breaking the silence that enveloped the room. 


- But our true objective goes far beyond that. We seek to dismantle the Avesta itself... 
What are you whispering about? Why the surprise? The fact that we sit here 
discussing this should have given you a clue that only one name remains in the annals 


of destiny. 
- Perhaps you are right, but... 


The notion of destroying the Avesta - eradicating all remnants of rationality and 
surpassing the divisions of good and evil—sent shockwaves through my 
consciousness. It was an unthinkable proposition, a path I had never fathomed. And 
yet, here we stood, contemplating an alliance with the King of Evil in pursuit of a 


shared victory. 


After such a proclamation, a profound silence descends, enveloping the surroundings 
in a stillness so complete that not even the faintest whisper can be heard. Yet, it 
becomes undeniably apparent that the resolute and unwavering will of His Majesty, 
coupled with his fervent desire to challenge even the heavens themselves, begins to 


taint the souls of all presents with its indomitable hue. 


This phenomenon can aptly be termed the spirit of hegemony, an essence that 
subjugates everything and everyone, imbuing the very fabric of the environment 


with its newfound shade. 


- Perfect. I too yearn to witness this new world with my own eyes, despite the 


ambiguity shrouding its forthcoming spectacle. 


Roxanne in turn, slowly inclines her head, seemingly acknowledging the King of 
Evil’s sentiment, before subtly redirecting her attention towards Kaikhosru - a clear 


indication that it is now his turn to speak. 


"~ Patience, Dragon Jewel," Kaikhosru cautions, addressing her with a half-smile 
playing upon his lips. "The proclamation of my hegemony should not be uttered 


aloud. Simply trust in me." 
He pauses momentarily, allowing his words to resonate before continuing, 


- What is it that you stand to lose? Do you truly wish to witness me groveling in the 
mire? If you genuinely believe that such a fate awaits me, even after I have released 


you, then by doing so, you will merely corroborate Sirius’ words. It 1s inconceivable. 


Kaikhosru raises his hand, pointing upwards with an air of regality as he boldly 


declares, 


- Listen attentively, for since Sirius and I forged our alliance, the logic governing 
this mad world has become incongruous. Rationality has long been left behind, and 
no reasonable expectations can be held from this point onward. In essence, 


comprehend that we have the means to bring down this behemoth." 
"- But how precisely?" Alma ventures, her voice cautiously laced with trepidation. 


Though she endeavors not to prematurely accept her impending demise, the 
fragmentary memories of the tragedy that transpired two decades ago fail to instill 
optimism within her. In an effort to assuage her fears, Kaikhosru gently wraps his 


arm around her shoulders and proceeds to explicate. 


- At present, he is engrossed in a battle against Bahlavan. In my estimation, the odds 


slightly favor Khvarenah at seven to three, but we can level the playing field. 


"- By having them annihilate each other?" Alma queries, her uncertainty palpable. 


"~ Indeed, with her assistance," he interjects, involuntarily escaping with an 


astonished sigh as Kaikhosru abruptly points in my direction. 

"_ She is his creation, is she not, Sirius?" 

"_ Indeed, she is," Sirius affirms. 

"- Hence, she possesses the capability to return to her creator." 

"- Please wait!" I interject, breaking the flow of the conversation. 


From my understanding, they intend for me to teleport into the Annihilation Star 
Cluster and dismantle my father's core. Yet, such an undertaking is simply 


implausible. 


"- T have no recollection of my birth," I explain, struggling to comprehend their 


request. "Even if you were to command me, how could I possibly..." 


"~ Merely take with you all the kin we have managed to assemble. The coordinates 
instilled by your progenitor should reside within you, even if they elude your 
memory. Moreover, by gathering more of your kind, our chances of reaching our 


intended destination increase exponentially," Kaikhosru elucidates. 


"- However, if we were to assume that everything does not proceed as planned..." he 


trails off, a note of uncertainty lacing his words. 


"Yes, indeed, Khvarenah is not so feeble as to perish from the mere loss of his astral 
form. He is Nadare's favorite, a notion that may seem preposterous, but it is plausible 
that he shares our nature. He possesses a slight advantage at seven to three due to his 
ability to 'disperse.' However, without a distinct personality, he will devolve into a 
gargantuan monstrosity bereft of anything but its size. The imbecilic Bahlavan is 


unlikely to yield in such a scenario." 


Kaikhosru lays bare the details without hesitation as if he had premeditated his 


words. Furthermore, His Majesty continues his discourse: 


"- Ultimately, the course of action described is merely one possibility among many. 
There is no guarantee that everything will unfold precisely as planned, but the 


outcome remains unequivocal—we shall emerge victorious." 
"- We will triumph.” 
"~ Wait just a moment!" Samluch exclaims, startled by their declaration. 


"- What troubles you? Do you hold concerns regarding the success or failure of this 


cunning plan?" Kaikhosru queries, bemusement tingeing his tone. 


"- | mean... Um... Damn it, her, in short!" Samluch exclaims, furiously scratching 
her head and pointing angrily in my direction as if grasping at something gradually 


slipping away. 


"- Do you truly not care if she perishes in the process? Is it your belief that we will 


prevail in the end regardless? Why should I lend you my ear?" she challenges. 

- Hey, Sirius, who is this? 

- Vassal See eee. Because of this, she still resists, but there is 
a use for her. 

- So, you! 

"~ Samluch, hold on. Stay calm..." I intervene, grappling with her to keep her in 


place. 


I am genuinely touched by Samluch's sentiments towards me, but it is precisely for 
that reason that I wish for her to value her own life more. I do not wish for her to 


meet the same fate as Sir Tulan. 


"- Our monarchs show little regard for the emotions of others. You could have 


phrased it more delicately," 


Roxanne remarks, smirking as she observes the unfolding scene. It appears she has 
taken on the role of a mediator, reproaching the others as though it were none of her 


concern. 


"- If you claim that short-term victory or defeat holds no significance and that 
everyone awaits defeat, we shall all be consumed by fear," Roxanne admonishes 


Kaikhosru. "I thought you preferred to seize the moment with grandeur?" 


"- Ah, indeed. Naturally," Kaikhosru responds, his confident smile abruptly 


resurfacing, though seemingly out of place given the recent conversation. 
His voice adopts a gentler tone as he endeavors to uplift the bewildered Alma. 


"- Your companion shall also have an opportunity to showcase his abilities. I 
anticipate great accomplishments from him, my dear Alma," Kaikhosru asserts, his 


words directed in a certain direction. 
"- You hear that, black..." 


Before he can conclude his statement, something unexpected occurs. The gaze of the 
assembled turns to where the malevolent king once stood—where Magsarion should 


have resided—only to find an empty void in that very spot. 


"- Heh heh heh, I did not anticipate this. It caught me completely unaware, which is 
rather amusing," a voice resonates, emanating from the direction in which the King 


of Evil had turned. 


He ventured only a short distance, though concealed by the stone wall, a mere couple 


of minutes on foot. 
Why, then, did he undertake this endeavor? 


Given his profound aversion to social interaction, such behavior seems decidedly 
peculiar, yet attributing it to a mere explanation feels far too simplistic. Is that truly 


the entirety of the matter? 


Hidden behind a steel visor, his countenance remains shrouded in enigma, and thus, 
Magsarion's inner state persists in its elusive nature, much like in days of yore. 
Perhaps, even in the future, the enigma of the black knight shall remain unaltered. 
His gaze ascends skyward, or rather, to what cannot be rightly termed the heavens, 
for above lies only the splendor of the Workshop of Destruction, stretching from 


horizon to horizon. 
The slayer of his brother... 


However, such a title would be unjust. Magsarion is acutely aware that it was not 


the King of Evil who ended Varhran's life, but an entity known as "everything." 


He had dubbed his brother a failure, warning him that his heart was in the wrong 
hands, and indeed, the hero fell victim to those he was meant to safeguard. He 
perished senselessly, cruelly, a pitiable fool deserving of naught but mockery, and 


one can scarcely describe his demise as anything but justified. 
Yet, why, then, does his demise linger in Magsarion's thoughts? 


- You may believe you have emerged triumphant. Should you so desire, you may 


continue in such a belief. However, soon, all shall become clear. 


A soft whisper akin to flowing lava escapes Magsarion's lips as he lowers his gaze. 


The anomaly in the sky barely warrants mention now, but something extraordinary 


materializes before him on the ground. They are crimson veils, akin to billowing fog. 
Like blood, resembling a gaping maw, the undulating shroud creeps slowly toward 


him, only to reveal itself as a supersonic wave. 


Thus, the black knight stands resolute, making no effort to defend himself as the 
tempest engulfs him in the blink of an eye. The metallic tang of iron permeates the 


air. The cacophony of deathly screams reverberates. An echo of agony... 


For a fleeting moment, he is immersed in a churning sea of crimson, a deluge of 
blood. As swiftly as the storm had materialized, it passes, leaving behind a scarlet- 


stained earth, and he finds himself face-to-face with its inhabitants. 


- At long last, Sir Magsarion, we meet again. Words cannot convey how eagerly I 


have awaited this day." 


A fair-haired maiden performs a graceful curtsy, adhering to all the tenets of 
etiquette, her blue gown seemingly bleeding into the surroundings. Standing behind 


her are a black-clad butler and maidens adorned with smiles. 
- I genuinely believe that you are the one destined for me, handpicked by fate. 


Before him stands the fourth King of Evil, Frederica... The Princess of Murder 


revealed herself once more. 
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- Brother Kaikhosru, I ask you for one favor. Could you restore my loyal servants to 


their original forms?" 


It occurred at the conclusion of the grand gathering, when the Kings of Evil, one by 
one, began their retreat to whence they came. Frederica halted Kaikhosru and 


gracefully bowed before him. 


- offer my sincerest apologies for the inconvenience we have caused you. However, 
it is simply our nature, and since we harbored no ill intentions, I hope you can find 


it in your heart to forgive us. 


Under the influence of Kaikhosru's power, the eighty-eight assassins led by 
Frederica were transformed into gemstones. Though there was a slim possibility that 
they would regain their senses beyond the realm of the Corpse of the Dragon Star, 


Frederica harbored doubts that their predicament would be resolved so easily. 


Most likely, only Montserrat possessed the strength to resist such an outcome. The 
challenge lay in the insurmountable difference in power between them, rendering 
distance insignificant in its dampening effect. Thus, her only recourse was to implore 
for mercy. As always, her frivolous demeanor lacked even a trace of remorse, and 
in truth, she did not feel any guilt. And yet, she earnestly yearned for the release of 
her subordinates. Being entirely unfamiliar with the workings of the world, Frederica 


found it arduous to maintain her refined lifestyle without the aid of her servants. 
- I ask this not only for the present but also for the future. I ask you, brother. 
- Certainly, it poses no problem. 


Objectively speaking, her request was undeniably self-centered. Yet, Kaikhosru 
pardoned his "little sister" with little trace of displeasure on his countenance. 


However, when it concerned him, there was no such thing as gratuitous charity. 
- But there is one condition. It matters not what it is, but you must heed my words. 


- As you wish. However, I must warn you that it would be highly embarrassing for 


me to become your concubine hee hee. 


- Cease your conceit, you impudent little creature. Return when you have matured 
in ten years’ time and stand on equal footing with others. Consider it a lesson for 


your own growth. 
- What are you insinuating? 
- So, you wish to encounter a man, do you? 


At the sudden remark, Frederica involuntarily sighed. She glanced around, 
seemingly embarrassed, as Kaikhosru began to point out her deficiencies in a 


mischievous tone. 


- You claim to be in love? Don't be absurd; I would not hastily label you as a woman. 
Do you desire to meet the object of your adoration, while unloading all the 


responsibilities onto your subordinates? Even arrogance has its limits. 


- ...In other words, your condition is for me to assume that role without relying on 


my servants? 


-That is the foundation of it all. Though it may appear foolish from an outsider's 


perspective, it makes sense for you to undertake this task alone, Frederica. 


Even if she lacked knowledge of cosmetics and her attire might seem peculiar, 
expressing her feelings for another had to be done independently. Furthermore, 
external assistance would only be seen as intrusive, embodying the spirit of a girl in 


love, as Kaikhosru tiredly pointed out. 


- However, I admit, according to this logic, I am also meddling in my own affairs. 


Thus, I desire something entirely different from you. 
- And what might that be? 


- Nothing overly complicated, merely keep to yourself. Until I instruct otherwise, do 


not hastily pursue your beloved in your typical ruthless manner. 


Frederica could not fathom the intentions behind his words. Agreeing to assist with 
her servants did not seem equivalent to a demand to abstain from romantic impulses. 
She was particularly vexed by the vagueness of the most crucial aspect of the 


agreement. 


- Please clarify the timeline. You state that you will grant me permission, but when 


exactly? 
- Fear not, I shall not make you wait a hundred years. 


“- Until Khvarenah and Bahlavan meet their demise.”, with a sarcastic curl of his 


lips, Kaikhosru replied to her query. 
- Wow... 


Frederica was left speechless by the unexpected response. If she were to await the 
deaths of her two elder brothers, it might as well be an eternal wait. For the time 
being, the Yazatas forbade their slaying, and if such conditions were imposed upon 
her, a far simpler option presented itself. In other words, she could end Kaikhosru's 
life herself. That had been the course of action just before the gathering, and she 
could discard these convoluted intrigues and continue from where they left off. 
Annoyed by the superfluous conversation and the waste of time, Frederica sighed. 


Yet, before she could declare an end to the negotiations, words failed her once more. 
- Are you suggesting that your beloved is incapable of such a feat? 
Khvarenah and Bahlavan... 


From Frederica's perspective, both were mere monstrosities, yet Kaikhosru spoke of 
them as if they were mere preludes to the main act. Partly taken aback, partly 


disappointed, he continued. 


- It seems my eye has deceived me. You may forget this conversation. Carry on. 


- ...Please wait. 


Reflexively, Frederica called out to her brother before he turned away and departed. 
Though she could not fully comprehend her reasons, she felt compelled to object. It 
was as if she had been subjected to an unimaginable insult. In comparison, she cared 
little for the revival of her maids or her carefree existence. This issue resided on an 


entirely different plane. 
- Very well. You are absolutely correct. 


Frederica uttered these words, her gaze fixed on the floor. Kaikhosru, who had 


turned back, responded regally, 
- Lift your head. I do not have time for those who cannot meet my gaze. 


- I shall make a new temporary Commandment. If you require proof of my resolve, 


there can be no better demonstration. 


- No, I do not wish for you to undertake this out of necessity. What matters is what 


you truly desire. 


Speaking to her as if addressing a foolish pupil yet accompanied by a smile so gentle 


it sent shivers down her spine. 


- When it comes to love, stand tall and proud. Believe unwaveringly that there exists 


no nobler path in the entire world. For that is precisely what the world requires." 


Thus spoke the dragon king, lifting Frederica's face with a touch of his fingers, as if 


granting her a blessing. 
...And so, the current scene unfolded. 
- I sincerely believe that you are the one fate has chosen for me. 


Consequently, Frederica did not undertake the temporary Commandment. If she 


were to seize her beloved here and now, no punishment awaited her, and she 


possessed the freedom to act as she pleased. Kaikhosru restored her servants to their 


former state, but that did not imply an obligation to adhere to his demands. 


First and foremost, it must be acknowledged that the revived maids did not exceed 
a mere ten in number. Many succumbed to the allure of draconic splendor and 
remained as gemstones even after his influence ceased to bind them. In short, a 
fundamental part of their being had already perished, rendering their return to the 


realm of the living impossible. 


Hence, Frederica could easily deem it a violation of their agreement, especially 
considering she had never sought logic or protocol in the act of killing. All of this 
was apparent to her, and yet, for the first time in her life, she suppressed the bloodlust 
that coursed through her veins. The fact that the collapse of Nadare's world had 
unshackled the Garden of Bloodshed and brought it to this place was also deeply 
symbolic. Her era of aimless wandering had reached its conclusion, and the Princess 


of Murder must now stand firmly upon the earth and face the world. 


The black knight stood directly before her... She would prove that her feelings for 


him were not mere illusions, but the most righteous path to take pride in. 


- Forgive my frankness, but I ask you for a temporary truce. Allow me to aid you in 


your endeavors. 


Beneath the looming shadow of the Workshop of Annihilation, the fourth King of 
Evil and her retinue knelt before Magsarion in unison. Such an act was akin to 
willingly accepting their own execution, yet they harbored no concern for their own 
lives. Even if she were not immortal, she would have made the same choice. 


Frederica was genuinely outraged by what she had heard. 


- Let us postpone our encounter until we have eradicated the interference. 


She wished for Kaikhosru to retract his words, to acknowledge that her chosen one 
was indeed capable of such a feat. She needed to prove that no one but her could 
bring about his demise. For they would vanquish Khvarenah. Bahlavan would be 
defeated. Such a triviality rested squarely upon his shoulders, and she believed this 


not merely by force of conviction. 


After all, she would stand beside him in battle. With this decision, she transcended 
the boundaries of black and white. The thought of running side by side with him 
resonated clearly within her chest. Frederica's gaze, crystal-clear, lifted upward to 


meet the black knight's. If this was love, she was prepared to sacrifice herself for it... 


Observing her, Magsarion silently retrieved his sword and raised it high above his 
head. The blade shimmered... Frederica did not flinch, her gaze unwavering as the 
gleaming edge drew closer to her face. In fact, she wished to behold it for eternity. 


For she knew the essence of passion. 


On that day, at that moment, he had captured her, and she proudly believed it to be 
the hand of destiny. It was a moment of bliss and ecstasy, one that seemed to stretch 


into eternity. 


OOOO 


After hearing Kaikhosru's speech, disbelief washed over me like an unexpected 
wave. Amidst all the fantastical events of the day, this particular revelation seemed 


the most surreal. 
"_ Collaborate with Frederica? Ridiculous! She's not one to be tamed." 


"- Don't judge me by your standards. If I say I will do it, then so be it," Kaikhosru 


replied proudly, his words lacking any definitive proof. 


Yet, it was my own reaction that seemed out of place when I glanced around. I 


noticed that most others couldn't hide their doubts either. There were, however, 


exceptions. His Majesty Sirius and Roxanne seemed to hold a steadfast belief in the 
unfolding narrative. On what grounds did they place their trust in such tales? To be 


honest, I couldn't explain it, except to attribute it to a clouding of my own judgment. 


"- However, there is still a question. The king holds absolute power, but now there 
are two... No, perhaps it would be more accurate to say three," His Majesty began to 


explain, speaking of the world's rule as if it were an entity with its own will. 


"~ In the end, only one color shall remain. The impossibility of hegemonies 
coexisting doesn't warrant much mention. Even our current alliance is nothing more 
than a means to slay the deity. In essence, we are still enemies, but this struggle will 
create a rift in the fabric of this world. I've mentioned before that our union with 
Kaikhosru defies common sense, but the same applies to us now. Simply put, in this 
realm, anything unpredictable can easily come to pass. Thus, I do not expect your 


unconditional agreement. As king, it is my duty to guide you even in your doubts." 


In essence, they were telling us to obey without question, leaving little room for 
argument. And to some extent, I found myself overwhelmed by their unwavering 
self-confidence. Yet, beyond that, I couldn't deny the logic they presented, one that 
disregarded personal sentiments—perhaps it could be called the logic of hegemony. 
The hegemony declared their word as law, and when multiple hegemonies existed, 
distortions were inevitable. It was a power that bordered on the absurd, capable of 


upending any situation. 


Ironically, the collapse of common sense in the face of chaos seemed strangely 
logical. So, while the two kings sought the downfall of Avesta, the truth remained 


that the process itself was unknown, and yet they played with our lives. 


Even if Frederica agreed to cooperate, no one knew how many of her comrades 
would perish in the process. And in discussing those whose actions were impossible 


to predict, I couldn't help but think of a few individuals even before her. 


"I understand that Magsarion remains a question mark for you," Kaikhosru nodded 


in response to Alma's remark, turning his gaze aside. 


"While everything seems to have gone smoothly," he said, capturing everyone's 
attention. The moment we saw whom he was referring to, a collective gasp swept 


through the room. 
"Montserrat!” 


It was difficult to discern who exactly uttered that hushed exclamation, but it was 
clear that the prevailing tension reached its breaking point. Montserrat, the Daeva of 
a special rank and leader of the murderers serving the fourth King of Evil, had 


suddenly appeared from the very spot where Magsarion had stood moments ago. 


"Pardon the intrusion without a proper invitation. I place my trust in your generosity. 
First and foremost, allow me to express my delight at seeing all of you in good 
health, despite the deplorable state of affairs in the world," Montserrat stated 


nonchalantly, with a touch of frivolity. 


"Likewise. It seems the world has returned to its original state," Kaikhosru replied, 


bowing respectfully to the murderer's leader. 
Then, he continued, showing a full understanding of our recent discussions. 


"Lady Frederica harbors no objections to this alliance. However, it goes without 


saying that we shall only abide by her will. So, let us proceed." 


Montserrat casually gestured upwards, adding an even more astonishing statement. 


"We have already come to an agreement with Sir Varhran's esteemed younger 


brother, Sir Magsarion." 
"What? That can't be," Fer exclaimed, unable to contain his surprise. 


I wholeheartedly shared his sentiment, but the conversation continued as if nothing 


extraordinary had occurred, disregarding our reactions. 
"How intriguing. How did he come to recognize you?" Roxanne inquired. 


"To the best of my humble understanding, milady decided to assess the character of 
her potential suitor with her own eyes. From what I gathered, he halted his sword 


just a moment before striking," Montserrat explained. 


"Though it may seem inconsequential, considering Magsarion's temperament, it is 
quite impressive." 

"Do not trouble yourself with trivialities, Dragon Jewel," Kaikhosru interjected. 
"However, if he is involved, then we can proceed. Is there anything else you wish to 
discuss, Sirius?" 

Sirius shook his head. "Not at the moment. If there are any further inquiries, they 


pertain to the selection of our operatives." 


These operatives would infiltrate the Annihilation Star Cluster to destroy the core of 
my father. As the battle would take place in uncharted territory, the stronger our 


team, the better. 


While each of us pondered our own thoughts, Montserrat cleared his throat with 


restraint and calmly expressed his own perspective. 


"If I may, I would like to share my own hope. In fact, it could be considered a natural 


conclusion now." 


What he proceeded to say seemed incredibly logical, yet it left an uncomfortably 


unsettling impression 
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It has been 18,000 seconds since the commencement of the battle, and with less than 


500 seconds remaining, the end draws near. 


Khvarenah, although firmly convinced of the predicted outcome, is overwhelmed by 
a strange sensation - a feeling that could be described as pity. This emotion is 
directed towards Bahlavan, as Khvarenah recognizes the untapped potential within 
him. The Locust King, a formidable contender for the throne of the strongest, 


commands respect and admiration. 


Khvarenah acknowledges Bahlavan's unwavering dedication and power, but it is 
precisely for these reasons that he feels regret. Intuitively, Khvarenah believes that 
Bahlavan was born in the wrong era, a time and world order that cannot fully 


appreciate his capabilities. 


In Khvarenah's perspective, Bahlavan possesses the entirety of the universe within 
himself. He is an extraordinary being, akin to a universe encapsulated in a single 
person. Immune to external influences, untarnished by any flaws, he represents the 


pinnacle of "individuality"—an ideal that the locust aspires to pervade. 


However, for this ideal to be recognized and embraced, it necessitates a world that 
acknowledges the possibility of such existence. Fighting amidst the intensity of the 


battle, Khvarenah mournfully contemplates his thoughts. 


It's like the relationship between a parent and a child. It is not a matter of 


strength or weakness, but of the sequence associated with generation. 


In the current world, there are no means capable of elevating Bahlavan to his rightful 
place. Without the fundamental conditions being fultcilled, it is only natural that 


deviations cannot manifest in the world. 


". As far as I know, this universe has no connection to multilayer expansion," 


Khvarenah retelects, his words uttered with conviction. 


"- Therefore, the existence of an individual code can only be possible in an era where 
multiple universes can coexist simultaneously. Until there exists a realm that can be 
called the parallel time and space of possibilities, it is impossible for an external 


entity to attain perfection while remaining foreign. And that is why you will lose. 
However, as always, Khvarenah's statements fail to faze Bahlavan. 


"~ You won't understand. I will prevail over everything!" Bahlavan declares, his 


determination unyielding. 


Despite his severely battered and distorted fist, Bahlavan manages to obliterate a 
fifth of the Annihilation Star Cluster—an act that aligns with Khvarenah's 
calculations. Khvarenah unintentionally voices his admiration for his opponent's 


prowess, acknowledging the completeness of his strategies. 


"~ Clearly. So, you will never deviate from your own path. Just like your very 
being..." Khvarenah remarks, his words partially involuntary, causing interference 


within the consciousness of the Annihilation Workshop itself. 
However, in the midst of the battle, Khvarenah's thoughts take an unexpected turn. 


"- Wait. What am I saying? What was I thinking? What was my intention with those 


words?" 


Life like yours? How exactly did I want to end what I said? Don't know. I don’t 


know, but there is no doubt that this is the feeling that is unbearably deeply rooted. 


Khvarenah questions himself, bewildered by his own momentarily disrupted stream 
of thought. There is a feeling deeply ingrained within him, almost unbearable in its 


intensity. 


"- What is it? What are you thinking?" Bahlavan demands, interrupting Khvarenah's 


contemplation. 


Bahlavan strikes Khvarenah with a powerful blow, causing an enormous sphere to 
emit a terrifying creak. The magnitude of the wound surpasses all expectations, 
indicating an error in Khvarenah's calculations. Disorder creeps into the equation of 
cause and effect, spiraling into chaos and disrupting the prevailing harmony. Yet, 
Khvarenah's consciousness remains focused on seeking an answer to the arising 


puzzle, rather than reassessing his position. 


Khvarenah laments the tragic fate that befalls Bahlavan, recognizing the pathetic 
nature of the Locust of Ferocity. His existence is predetermined on a level where his 
strength holds no signiteicance, and the circumstances that fate has dealt him prevent 
him from achieving his goals. It is a true tragedy—one that no one deserves. And 


yet, Bahlavan persists in following his own path, driven by obstinate ignorance. 


t seems so aa hae. Because you are so alba c= ioe so close to that 
precious illusion aa that I once dreamed of. ae... He 
a a creates need RR My name is 


Khvarenah... The incarnation of = who swore by "everyone" to 


EE 1c universe 


The situation feels agonizingly poignant to Khvarenah. Bahlavan is so close to 


attaining the precious illusion that Khvarenah once dreamed of, and it teills him with 


a mix of emotions. The words that emerge from Khvarenah's inner turmoil are 


fragmented, his mind teetering on the brink of collapse. 


As Khvarenah dodges Bahlavan's onslaught of tidal-wave strikes, his consciousness 
telirts with the precipice of annihilation. His thoughts are in disarray, and yet, 


perhaps, such an outcome was inevitable. 
"- Ah... How did it come to this?" 


He hears from within the voice of his own soul, the existence of which he forgot to 
even think about. It cannot be considered anything but feeble-minded babble, but 
that is why the appeal to the lost truth shakes the Workshop of Annihilation as 


strongly and sincerely as no cry could. 


"- Who are you?" As the battle raged on, Khvarenah loses control, causing billions 
of artifacts to scatter in all directions. The ensuing explosion engulfs Khvarenah and 


Bahlavan in a manner beyond imagination, surpassing any prior expectations. 


OOOO 


"Quinn, it appears we have crossed paths once again. I am relieved to see that you 


are in good health." 


Weariness seeped into my voice as I faced Frederica's sickeningly innocent smile. I 
knew any ironic retort would be futile, and although I wasn't particularly inclined 
towards this encounter, showing disgust would serve no purpose at this moment. 


Personal emotions must take a backseat now; they are our allies if we ignore them. 


"Indeed, it seems neither have you changed," I responded to her, meeting her gaze 


with a tired sigh. 


"Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mistress Quinn. I am Elnaz. Farangis." 


As the maids dutifully followed Frederica's command and mechanically bowed 


before me, I recollected the events leading up to this encounter. 
Montserrat's request had been clear: "Do not bring anyone with you, if possible.” 


We had forged an alliance with a group of purebred killers, bearing no responsibility 
for the consequences in the presence of their primary prey. Consequently, only 
Magsarion and I were participating in this operation alongside the retinue of the 
fourth King of Evil. Although many had opposed this decision, it was deemed the 
best among the realistic options. To ensure a smooth operation, we had distanced 


ourselves from the rest. 


This place was the heart of the Garden of Bloodshed, the path we had treaded upon 
and now found ourselves entrenched in. Surrounded by a kaleidoscope of colors, all 
of which belonged to Drujvants, so we couldn't find peace of mind. Yet, this wasn't 
the time to complain about discomfort. I suppressed anxiety and discontent, 
reminding myself of the task at hand. Even though I was designed to fulteill any 


command, things were far from simple now. 


His Majesty's plan aside, I worried about Alma, Samluch, and Fer, who were left 


behind. But most of all, I was curious about his true intentions. 


"Thus, there are exactly ten of them, including Montserrat, Sir Magsarion. Please 
regard them as your own subjects and dispose of them as you see fit," Frederica 


stated, her voice dripping with enthusiasm. 


Magsarion appeared to ruthlessly ignore her fervent chatter. He exhibited no desire 
to cooperate, which was strange, considering the circumstances. His rationality 


seemed to exceed the expected boundaries. His attitude towards the alliance with 


Kaikhosru and his assistance to Samluch hinted at a clear change following the 


events in the Sky Burial Sphere. 

What had caused this shift in him? 

And what did it truly signify? 

Accepting everything as it appeared would imply, he had grown kinder, the change 
I had long desired from his youthful incarnation. However, knowledge of Lord 
Varhran's death shattered any such optimism. 

One thing remained certain—Magsarion remained a dangerous ticking time bomb. I 
couldn't afford to divert my attention from him. Irritated by Frederica's frivolous 
presence around him, I inserted myself between the two. 

- It would be wise to keep your distance from him. He's going through a difficult 
time. 

- Oh you, why is that? I thought you were in no position to make such statements - 
is it jealousy? 

- Nonsense, this is a question of a completely different level. Whatever the case, no 
means no. And generally speaking,... 

I ask the question in annoyance that has been on my tongue for some time now. 


- Why do you even know his name? As far as I recall, Magsarion never disclosed it. 


It was this disregard for the fundamentals of communication that defined him. 
Furthermore, he had nothing in common with the leader of the daevas, and even I 
could count on one hand the number of times he had spoken. Even if he were capable 
of engaging in a normal conversation with Frederica, I doubted it would proceed as 


smoothly. 


"Oh, if that's what you're referring to, Montserrat informed me. According to him, it 
has something to do with his Commandment and the alignment of perspectives. If 
you're interested in the details, I can ask him to share them with you... Oh, look, he 
has just returned," Frederica replied, pointing towards the approaching figure of the 


black-clad butler. 


Montserrat carried a large bag in each hand and bore a heavy load on his back. It 
was almost comical to witness his impeccable posture and unwavering steps despite 


the circumstances. Yet, there was no laughter in me, given the nature of his burden. 


"Apologies for the delay, milady. Here are the items entrusted to us," Montserrat 


greeted, presenting the objects. 


“Good work, Montserrat. Well, since the preparation is over, isn't it time for us to 


get started? 


Frederica commended his work before suggesting it was time to commence our 
mission. Father's creations, amassed within the Sacred Realm and on the Corpse of 
the Dragon Star, were brought to us by a special-ranking Daeva. While not all the 
stocks were present, since some, like the Seal of Freeze, could not be transported 
once activated, the collection was substantial. Among the array lay weapons that 
were immediately recognizable, seemingly ordinary tools, and objects whose 


purpose eluded comprehension. 


Though haphazardly thrown together, resembling a pile of refuse, each item was 
undoubtedly a diabolical work of art capable of upending entire realms. My brothers, 
who shared my lineage, would serve as navigators to guide us through the 
Annihilation Star Cluster. To be honest, I hesitated to entrust Frederica with them, 


even for the sake of the mission. These killers had the uncanny ability to transform 


anything they touched into a deadly weapon. Combining their skills with their 


father's creations could prove fatal. 


"I understand your concerns, but for now, they are baseless. As long as you refrain 
from showing aggression, we will not harm you in any way. That is the nature of 


killers," Montserrat reassured me. 


Frederica supported his statement, emphasizing that we had intended to rely on 
conventional weapons from the beginning. Unnoticed by me, Frederica had picked 
up a scythe at some point, while the maids retrieved their favored tools. They lacked 
an imposing aura, but a certain kinship tied them together. Curiously, they appeared 


uninterested in Father's creations. 


"Very well, let us proceed," I relented, gathering my thoughts and settling atop the 


mound of assembled brothers. 


Ironically, this reminded me of the day I was born, along with the scenery of the 
Garden of Bloodshed that greeted me upon awakening. These parallels might aid my 


journey back to my homeland. 


"Please, touch me," I whispered, suppressing the revulsion that threatened to 
consume me. Temporarily, I allowed the killers to lay their hands upon me. 


Uncertainty lingered regarding Magsarion... 


"Join hands with me instead. It might not be the same, but it should suffice in some 


way,’ Frederica suggested, aware of Magsarion's circumstances. 


Though I couldn't discern the extent of her knowledge, her proposal held some merit. 
Both she and Magsarion embodied bloodlust, and even a handshake wouldn't 
necessarily violate the Commandment. Regardless of my personal offense, I had to 
acknowledge the truth. Furthermore, since Magsarion was already attired in Father's 


creation, he could participate in the teleportation indirectly. After a brief pause, he 


reluctantly clasped Frederica's hand. While the action lacked visible energy, his grip 
was forceful enough to elicit an audible strain from her bones. Yet, she responded 


with exuberant laughter, unyielding in her hold. 


"Your enthusiasm warms my heart. Come, everything is prepared, Quinn," she 


cheerfully urged. 


Suppressing my annoyance, I requested a moment of silence to focus. Closing my 
eyes, I pushed aside extraneous thoughts and forged a path. Delving deep into the 
past, I sought the moment when I was drawn into the very heart of the Annihilation 


Workshop. 
Where was it situated? 
What did the place entail? 


Grasping onto the thread that snaked through my receding consciousness, I caught a 


glimpse—however fleeting—of the scene I sought. 


"We are in motion," I murmured, as thunder rumbled overhead, mimicking the 


shattered heavens. 


It wasn't due to any action on our part; once the teleportation had been initiated, it 
couldn't be halted, even with the realization that something had befallen the 


Annihilation Star Cluster. And in that instant... 
"Oh... Sir Magsarion!" Frederica exclaimed, surprise lacing her voice. 


Yet, I couldn't immediately comprehend the cause of her astonishment, nor could I 
rectify it even if I had. We were being transported to the heart of the King of Evil 
Khvarenah, severed from all that remained on Earth, hurtling toward the battlefield 


where our fate would be decided—a field we might not return from. 


OOOO 


From the heavens above, it descended—a body discarded by the ejection of artifacts. 
With astonishing speed, it hurtled towards the ground, defying gravity's grip. Yet, it 
was no ordinary meteorite, no mere fragment of a broken artifact, nor a stray 
projectile. The anomalous nature of this body became evident as it left a trail in its 
wake upon impact. As it crashed onto the Garden of Bloodshed, the castle shattered 


into small fragments, forming a massive crater. 


However, amidst the destruction, the magnificent flowers that bloomed in the garden 
remained untouched. The shockwave created by the impact was compressed on an 
incredibly condensed scale, allowing even the vegetation directly at the site of 
collision to continue growing undeterred from the concave earth's firmament. Such 


a phenomenon would typically be deemed impossible. 


An object falling from space would naturally adhere to the laws of physics, and yet, 


why did it seem as though nothing had happened here? 
What set apart the broken from the untouched? 


The answer was simple, yet unfathomable. The surviving vegetation remained 
unharmed solely because it consisted of living organisms. It wasn't an act of 
cherishing life or a merciful choice to spare the innocent and weak. The distinction 


arose from a basic criterion—life itself. 
- Ah, damn... I didn’t expect this at all. And I just warmed up... 


Amidst the aftermath, a lone figure rose from the depths of the crater. This figure 
embodied the true essence of the heavenly object, accounting for the peculiar 
destruction it caused. Standing over two meters tall, with a fiery red mane of hair, 


the giant exuded a terrifying presence. And yet, his gaze, surprisingly, brimmed with 


love and respect. However, despite the seemingly conflicting traits, there was no 


denying that his value system could not be classified as good. 


In the blink of an eye, flames engulfed the surrounding vegetation. The same plants 
that had been protected from the impact were now being consumed by teire, leaving 
no trace or even ashes behind. The wave of ardor spread mercilessly, obliterating 
everything in its path, from roots to leaves. There was no trace of compassion or 
discretion—only an overwhelming pride bordering on insanity, acknowledging no 


one in this world but itself. 


- Do you see me? Do you know me? Do you breathe the same air, stand on the same 
earth as I do? Then you are my rival. It is time to prove that I am stronger. I will not 
run, nor will I accept surrender. If you wish to survive, fight me and emerge 


victorious... 


This man, driven by his loyalty to the ideal of the strongest, fought with all his might, 
even against silent plants, trampling them without mercy. His pilgrimage would not 
cease until he had destroyed all creation, ascending to the summit as the last living 
being, transcending all others. He was Bahlavan, the third King of Evil. And now, 
amidst an unforeseen break in his battle with Khvarenah, he found himself on the 


border between the Sacred Realm and the Corpse of the Dragon star. 


- So, what shall I do? I had hoped to finish what I started, but it seems there is ample 


worthy prey here. Dealing with them first also sounds interesting." 


Grinning, Bahlavan was covered from head to toe in countless wounds. It was 
evident that he had sustained these injuries during his battle with the Workshop of 
Annihilation. Yet, in the blink of an eye, the wounds healed and disappeared, a 


testament to his extraordinary regenerative power. Typically, he preferred not to 


utilize his healing abilities, reserving his power solely for relentless attacks. 


However, the circumstances demanded a different approach. 


The battle had been abruptly interrupted, catching him off guard. While Khvarenah’s 
plans had been thwarted, things did not go as expected. It meant they were once 
again at a stalemate, and part of their strategy involved recovering their strength. 
Gaining even more power before the second round seemed like a prudent choice to 


Bahlavan. 


- I didn't anticipate this turn of events. I suppose I owe Nadare my gratitude. She 


knows I have a weakness for such situations." 


Bahlavan's smile brimmed with barely contained enthusiasm. Confronted with 
numerous tempting options, the locust king felt his excitement reach its pinnacle. 
With a jubilant stride, he advanced as if entering an amusement park. However, in 


the next moment, his gaze, along with his fist, sharply turned to the side. 
- So, you are the first? 


A deafening explosion followed as if the very air had been rent asunder. The human 
silhouette struck by the back of Bahlavan's fist hurtled through the air like a bullet, 
colliding with the rock and raising an immense curtain of dust that threatened to 
erupt. It had likely been an attempt at a stealthy attack, but such tricks held no sway 


against this formidable opponent. 


Bahlavan, the third King of Evil, long surpassed the ordinary notion of a seasoned 
warrior. He sensed any bloodlust and hostility faster than the eyes could perceive. 
And thus, the battle concluded. Though it lasted less than a tenth of a second, there 
was no trace of dissatisfaction in Bahlavan's heart. Anyone who dared to challenge 
him, even the weakest of beings, deserved his affection. Therefore, he could only 


welcome their attempts and respond with his full might. 


- Who's next? Come forth! I will neither run nor hide. 


Bahlavan continued his stride, exuding a flourish, when his attention was abruptly 
drawn to something peculiar. His previous opponent had not perished. Indeed, the 
thirst for blood emanated from behind the veil, even more fervent than before, 


hanging in the air like a shroud of darkness. 
- Oh, this is interesting. Few can claim to have survived my blow. 


Such a statement was an understatement of immense magnitude. Bahlavan's steel 
fist could effortlessly cleave even planets. Furthermore, it personified the ferocity of 
a battle monster that fought relentlessly, always striving to reach greater heights 
without respite. Adding to that, he had just emerged from a desperate confrontation 
with Khvarenah. Logically, practically no one in the universe should be able to 


survive, let alone retain their form. And yet... 
"- Identify yourself. You have intrigued me," Bahlavan demanded. 


In response, the veil parted, revealing the silhouette of a knight clad in black armor 
from head to toe. It would be inaccurate to say that he was unscathed. His limbs 
twisted in different directions, his neck at an unpleasant angle—like a broken 
scarecrow attempting a macabre dance. Yet, undeterred, he drew nearer. There was 
no delay, no hesitation. With an inexhaustible spirit that seemed to deepen before 
their eyes, he closed the distance. Horror itself seemed to take shape. The Black 
Knight... Magsarion coughed up blood, yet he managed to mockingly piece together 


his words. 
- Come on, scum. Is that all you've got? 


Bahlavan's eyes ignited with indescribable joy. In this moment, there existed only 
the two of them in the world. The battle that ensued surpassed any description, an 


unparalleled clash of titans. 
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The Peacock King, Melek Tawus... The black steel armor that Magsarion wears is 


rather plain compared to other creations of the Workshop of Annihilation. 


Its purpose is to generate the power of itself. In other words, in the hands of a 
Drudjvant, she becomes an amplifier, and gives the Ashavan power that he would 
never otherwise have gained. Simply put, this is a device for increasing personal 
potential, and since it is intended to compensate for weakness, its effect is also 
limited. This is because a mass-oriented instrument cannot display extraordinary 
power. Just as hair scissors cannot cut a stone, every other tool is destined to work 


humbly to a standard that suits its usefulness. 


Therefore, for Melek Tawus there is also a certain limit. While the essence of one's 
power may lie in defying the laws of nature, such absurdity still adheres to specific 
conditions. First and foremost, there is the matter of fuel. This armor lacks the ability 
to materialize matter out of nothingness, necessitating a source of sustenance. 
Surprisingly, the sustenance it requires is emotions—more precisely, the source of 


emotions. 


Initially, the power of oneself is rooted in the ability to accomplish the impossible 
through sheer force of will. The notion of power fluctuating based on one's state of 
mind is logical, with nothing particularly surprising about it. Ultimately, Melek 
Tawus serves as a modification of this power, a means of enhancing and channeling 
it. It is widely believed that Ashavans do not possess the power of oneself due to 


their collective nature, which compels them to exist for the sake of "everyone." 


An individual possessed by such an insane conviction that allows them to influence 


reality itself, particularly for selfish motives, disrupts the established harmony. 


Consequently, the power of oneself has become a defining characteristic of the 
Drujvants, often referred to as the power derived from extreme selfishness. 


However, Ashavans are not lacking in emotional intensity. 


The fusion of souls and the concentrated emotions that surpass the sum of their 
individual parts are not exclusive to Drujvants. Ultimately, there is minimal disparity 
between the capabilities of both sides. Both are capable of accomplishing the 
impossible and manifesting absurd phenomena through the power of their hearts. 
Whether one views this as a miracle or a violation of the established order is an 
inconsequential debate in a universe where black and white are fundamentally 


incompatible. What truly matters is the marginal difference between them. 


Melek Tawus erases this line. It warps the region of the brain that inhibits the full 
display of one's strength, obliterating it entirely. In terms of efficiency, this 
represents a remarkably appropriate trade-off. Whether it involves switching sides 
or bolstering a feeble Drujvant, altering one's inherent way of life necessitates an 
influence that carries a heavy burden. Consequently, wearers of this armor are 
condemned to wield power of extremely short duration. Their emotional core 
overheats, rendering the multitude of feelings meaningless. Merely one or, at most, 
two large-scale battles are sufficient to reduce them to feeble-minded husks, 
representing the aforementioned limit. The system is engineered in such a way that, 
owing to a finite supply of fuel, it cannot operate indefinitely. However, there exists 


an exception to this rule here and now. 
- Come on, scum. Is that all you can do?" 


Magsarion's being is consumed by nothing but bloodlust, hatred, and disgust. If these 
emotions can be encompassed in a single word, it would be anger—variations of 


anger that surge within him like an unfathomable abyss. Whether his other emotions 


have been incinerated or simply lie concealed is an inconsequential matter. What 


warrants particular attention is the relentless nature of his rage. 


A cursed conviction of unparalleled intensity that continues to escalate, surpassing 
the limitations imposed by the armor. Magsarion treads a divergent path from his 
fellow Ashavans in every aspect, to the extent that he may possess the power of 
oneself. Consequently, the amplifier, whose anomalous possessor has shattered all 
reasonable boundaries and relentlessly exploits its capabilities, has long ceased to 
resemble its original form. The fury of the black knight refuses to wane, no matter 


how much it is nourished. 


The Raging Spirit Axis remains indomitable, to the extent that it transforms the 
armor itself. Were Melek Tawus utilized by a King of Evil level Drujvant, it would 
succumb to the overwhelming power of oneself, leading to the artifact's destruction. 
Its purpose is to support the weak, not to be wielded by an extraordinarily powerful 
wielder. This represents the second limitation. But how should the current situation 


be characterized? 


Magsarion effortlessly surpasses the capabilities of the armor while restraining the 
unfortunate artifact from malfunctioning, compelling it to continue serving as his 
peculiar engine. The consequences of this arrangement, in all likelihood, elude even 
its creator, the Workshop of Annihilation. Melek Tawus has not so much evolved as 


transformed into a zombie, stripped even of death. 
What exactly does it absorb from Magsarion? 
What changes does it enact within him? 


The answers to these questions remain elusive, but one undeniable fact prevails— 


none of this currently concerns anyone in the slightest. 


- If you won't do it, then I will. 


The moment Magsarion takes a step forward, a force of unimaginable magnitude 
strikes him, akin to an explosive eruption above his neck. The weight and stupefying 
strength of a fist comparable to the size of an adult head—or perhaps an 
overwhelming violence that surpasses the concept of a mere fist. Regardless, this is 


merely the initial onslaught, for the matter does not conclude with a solitary blow. 
The second strike finds its mark in his heart. 
The third targets his solar plexus. 


Subsequently, a succession of four blows resembling massive waves crashes upon 
the retreating Magsarion's abdomen, each blow striking vital organs and carrying the 
unabated power of the King of Evil capable of shattering planets. Furthermore, 
Bahlavan raises his leg and brings it crashing down upon the sprawling black 


knight's spine with unrestrained might. 


The earth itself erupts upon impact, releasing a deathly roar. It defies description 
other than the act of a god of destruction capable of piercing the earth’s crust like an 
eggshell with a single step. Even as magma mixed with fresh blood cascades upon 
him, not a single burn mars the hardened body of the King of Evil. Had it not been 
for the locust's principle, preventing harm from befalling bystanders, that single kick 


could very well have reduced the planet to dust. 


Thus, viewed from a different perspective, one can scarcely fathom the sheer force 
Bahlavan has unleashed upon Magsarion. No one can survive this—according to not 
just common sense but even the most terrifying nightmares. Yet Bahlavan squints 


with satisfaction and utters something utterly unbelievable. 
- What are you? That can't be all you're capable of. 


The phrase, clearly a retort to the previous provocation, is structured in a manner 


that anticipates a response. And soon enough, someone capable of providing that 


response emerges. Slicing through the sea of seething magma, the tip of a blood- 
stained sword emerges from beneath the King of Evil's feet. Aimed directly at his 
abdomen, Bahlavan effortlessly intercepts the blade with his thumb and forefinger. 
Simultaneously, the man who has endured more than fire and water bestows an 


innocent smile upon Magsarion, his form engulfed in scorching molten rock. 


- [had a feeling those strikes didn't quite hit the mark. Were you interfering with my 


attacks? 


If one were to count the initial strike upon their encounter, this makes six attacks in 
total thus far. To an external observer, each blow carried the power of a natural 
disaster, yet Bahlavan himself finds them somewhat lacking. While it may sound 


like a cruel jest, the fact remains that Magsarion still draws breath. 


- I presume, huh? Truth be told, I'm not entirely certain I'll always strike true. Surely, 
you had opportunities to dodge or deflect my blows aside. But if that's the case... I'll 


strive to strike with pinpoint accuracy. 


Bahlavan's fierce grin remains unbridled. Concepts such as "no" or "impossible" 
hold no sway over this individual. They serve no purpose other than fueling his 
extraordinary power of oneself with an unwavering desire to triumph over such 
logical constraints. The raised right fist of ferocity contains power rivaling that of a 
supernova explosion, while the sword remains firmly clenched in his left hand. 
Evading the strike is futile, and ordinary brute strength is insufficient to break free 


from these shackles. 


Thus, Magsarion finds himself with but a single option—to relinquish his sword. 
Such an act is tantamount to suicide, yet it represents the only means of avoiding 
imminent death. However, the choice he makes a moment later deviates from all 


conceivable expectations. Without releasing the sword, but without retreating either, 


he employs the energy of the blow and descends to the ground precisely as 
Bahlavan's fist is poised to strike. This turn of events is difficult to believe for two, 


perhaps even three, reasons. 


Despite Bahlavan's imposition of precise targeting into the blow, the knight seemed 
to have an epiphany and found an escape route. Furthermore, even after being 
subjected to unparalleled destructive energy, he continues to grasp the hilt of his 
sword. Lastly, his blade remains intact, undamaged by the ruthless treatment it has 


endured. 


The defensive technique employed—shifting his center of gravity to absorb the 
impending assault and utilizing the enemy's force against him—bears striking 
resemblance to the style of Sirius. However, unlike the Blade of the Holy King, 
which adheres to a stringent logic, Magsarion's technique possesses an unsettling, 


unhinged quality, bordering on the hopelessly deranged. 


It is more intimidating than skillful. This grotesque style, neither delicate nor overtly 
clumsy, leaves an indelible impression upon Bahlavan. Yet, this adversary himself 


defies conventional norms. 
- A Commandment to “always hold a weapon in your hand”’? It's funny. 


The statement held a certain irony, evoking amusement. Bahlavan, too, could not 
loosen his grip on the sword. Though, to be precise, it appeared even more 
astonishing in comparison to Magsarion's firm hold with both hands. The King of 
Evil, gripping him with a mere two fingers, seemed even more extraordinary. They 
were bound together by the blade, akin to slaves shackled in combat, ceaselessly 
fighting until one perished. Now, even a throw of the sword would not grant them 


distance... 


- ...Gha-ah! 


Suspended in mid-air, Bahlavan forcefully drew Magsarion along with his sword, 
meeting him with a powerful punch to the stomach. This time, he found satisfaction 
in the impact... The full force of the Locust of Ferocity unleashed within, causing 
the black knight himself to let out an agonizing scream. And, of course, it did not 
end there. Neither of them would let go. Bahlavan refused to release his grip, just as 


Magsarion clung desperately to the sword. 


They both clutched the opposite ends of the blade. Subsequently, Bahlavan swung 
Magsarion down to the ground like a pitiful straw effigy. The earth cracked beneath 
their feet once again, and amidst swirling sand and erupting magma, they relentlessly 


exchanged blow after blow. 


The planet reverberated with their clash, oceans surged in waves, and a nascent 
continent shattered. Despite the onslaught of such violence, the heretic yazata, 
Magsarion, still did not relinquish his grasp on the sword. It was an astonishing fact, 
bordering on incredulity. Magsarion appeared consumed by an obsession, an 
unwavering determination to clutch the sword. It could not be considered a mere 


illness; rather, it resembled a form of suicidal devotion. 


As Bahlavan observed, no other explanation presented itself other than a 
Commandment. It was a binding commitment that compelled one to always wield a 


weapon, to remain in a state of readiness for immediate bloodshed. 
"- To always be on the battlefield, is that it?" Bahlavan comprehended the similarity. 


He, too, bore a comparable inclination. All other aspects of life held no importance 
for him. Engaging in combat, exchanging blows with formidable adversaries like 
Magsarion, relishing in their crushing defeat—this was the sole purpose that gave 
his existence meaning. The third King of Evil proclaimed, his voice resounding with 


conviction, that the purpose of life was to announce his strength to the entire world. 


- Do you hear? Still alive? You dare not die until I permit it. And do not utter a word 
if I decide to end your life. The decision lies with me. Because I am stronger. 


Understand that your past, present, and future revolve solely around me! 


Magsarion, a bloody mess of flesh, was repeatedly driven into the ground with 
unwavering force. It was nearly impossible to fathom that he still retained a 


semblance of humanity. 


“- There is no forgiveness for you, how splendid!" Bahlavan's words intermingled 
with laughter, while a feeling akin to love surged within, fueled by his majestic 


power. 


- What are you? Is that all you are? Don't die, not yet! Entertain me further, for you 
have no other obligations. Rise, crumble into dust, surpass every conceivable limit. 
I will pulverize you to dust—teveal a strength that I cannot even fathom. Bestow 


upon me the ecstasy of conquering even that which is forbidden! 


The storm of prayer, sounding nonsensical to others, resonated with crystal clarity 
within Magsarion. Suddenly, it was abruptly cut off. It felt akin to the cold of 
absolute zero, yet simultaneously possessed the potential to incinerate everything in 


its path with a violent, black essence. 
- Fool. 


In an instant, the sword slipped from Bahlavan's grasp. It appeared as though he had 
simply let it go, but this departure from his previous resolve was far from ordinary. 
After all, he had sworn never to relinquish it. Going against his own words proved 
more difficult than upending heaven and earth, and Bahlavan's determination 
remained unyielding. He had intended to continue holding the sword, yet he couldn't. 


Clearly, neither oversight nor chance played a role here. 


So, what was the cause? 


Magsarion had already been flung away, but Bahlavan rose to his feet without 
casting a backward glance. Instead, he stared at his own hand, his expression 
betraying genuine surprise. Scarlet blood spattered incessantly, as the two fingers 
that had previously clutched the sword were severed at their roots, their exposed 
flesh a grotesque sight. The fingers of the King of Evil, the same fingers that had 
seized countless anomalies in his quest to seize the throne of the strongest, were now 


severed like some insignificant vegetables. 


Certainly, wounds were nothing foreign to Bahlavan. Having witnessed countless 
battles, he was acquainted with the scars and pain that accompanied them. Yet, 
without his knowledge, in a manner unknown to him, he had been wounded for the 
first time. It was an unprecedented slip in his memory spanning eighteen hundred 


years of carnage—an unexpected, astonishing, and unforeseen occurrence. 


"~ You struck a weak spot... Although, no, not quite. You are more so a creator of 
vulnerabilities," Bahlavan whispered in a cold, composed voice, as if the fervor of 


the recent clash had dissipated entirely. 


His principle of never restraining himself ensured that neither carelessness nor 
arrogance played a part in this incident. What is usually referred to as vulnerability 


was practically nonexistent within him. 


"- So, you sought to create something that does not exist? You perceive what cannot 
be seen. Such is your strength," Bahlavan declared, raising his head with a guttural 


laugh reminiscent of a ravenous beast. 


The crimson blaze in the eyes of the King of Evil fixated upon the black figure of 


the madman standing amidst the lava. 


- Heh heh heh... Admit it, you don't sleep, do you? When was the last time you ate? 
Or defecated? Or even blinked? It can't be that you simply refuse to release the 


sword. You have only devoted yourself to killing, haven't you? 


Magsarion's response came as a voice akin to a cursed how] carried by the wind. The 
earth simmering beneath their feet froze under the weight of his black prayer, and 
Magsarion seemed to be stating the obvious. It was a truth even more absurd than 


the initial Commandment that forbade any contact except for killing. 


- If close my eyes, I will lose sight of scum like you. If I fall asleep, a gap forms in 


my thoughts. I do not possess a second to pause or rest. 


The fact that he couldn't let go of the sword was merely one particular condition that 
caught Bahlavan's attention. The eternal battlefield... Bahlavan's supposition had 
proven correct, yet it failed to encapsulate the entire reality. It could confidently be 


asserted that such meticulousness was unlikely to be found elsewhere. 


- So, I discard all excess to forge myself. Becoming the sharpest, swiftest, boundless, 


and unparalleled blade that eradicates all traces of you... even this conversation... 


Magsarion, his figure trembling and flickering amidst the scorching air, vanished in 


the next instant. 
- I still don't require it. 


His stride, covering the distance in the blink of an eye, was not too swift for the 
human eye to track. The reason Bahlavan failed to keep up was that the world had 
shifted in that split second, a moment his gaze had missed. The swing's trajectory 
Swept across the ground, then soared steeply as the sword hurtled toward the neck 
of the King of Evil. This attack was utterly unforeseen, yet Bahlavan's extraordinary 
instinct, born from the fighting instincts of the locust and his amassed experience, 


allowed him to evade it at the last possible moment. 


However, a small scratch marked Bahlavan's cheek, and blood flowed once more 
from his stony body. It was a vulnerable spot that should not have existed—a fragile 
point that Magsarion's blade found with millimeter precision. Perhaps death itself 


materialized wherever his sword made contact, yet the outcome remained the same. 


The furious gaze, behind which only an unending thirst for blood lurked, discerned 


precisely where to strike in order to vanquish the enemy. 
Bloodied limbs, propelled by bottomless hatred, moved with a lethal efficiency. 


The malevolent black glare flashed repeatedly, encircling the locust king from all 


angles. 


Magsarion did not possess innate martial talent, but his indomitable will bestowed 
upon him an incomprehensibly potent sixth sense. It was a Commandment so 


breathtaking that it was unlikely to be replicated by anyone else. 

"- Die! I despise the very fact that you breathe!" Magsarion shouted. 
He did not sleep. 

He did not blink. 

He did not eat, nor did he feel the need to defecate. 

For he had cast aside everything he deemed superfluous. 


The moment he resolved to eschew friendships and forsake love, dedicating his life 


solely to battle and killing, Magsarion incinerated all that he considered unnecessary. 


He would forever grip a sword in his hands. No, he himself was a formidable 


weapon—a sword. 


His heart perpetually thrived on inky black hatred, and his resolve to offer his entire 
being to the mercy of blood-drenched tempests within the arena could no longer be 


described as a mere curse. 


Perhaps there existed no words capable of encompassing such a phenomenon. 
Consequently, Magsarion acquired a never-ending second wind on the battlefield. It 
converged with the Commandment of No Touch, and the stronger his bloodlust, 
the more desperate and futile the carnage, the sharper his instincts honed like a blade 
decapitating the universe. He perceived the chance required to kill, the weaknesses, 
the gaps... and he exploited them. The void necessary to kill and avoid being killed 


became a crack, a fissure... and he sensed it with his very skin, slipping into it. 


Naturally, it was the man who had forsaken all extraneous trappings that gained a 
tremendous advantage in matters of battle. Undoubtedly, he could endure such 
unbearable effects thanks to his armor, but this did not mean he did not experience 


torment... 


The mere decision to impose such conditions upon himself spoke volumes about his 


destructive willpower. To put it frankly, it was insanity. 
Who could learn such a truth without trembling? 
- So what? I am stronger! 


At this moment, the battlefield transformed into a monstrous stage, where fear failed 
to grip the rampaging warrior. On the contrary, Bahlavan could not help but burst 


into laughter, reveling in the joy that was unparalleled strength. 


- No matter what you do, no matter what curse you bear, it is meaningless before my 
might. You seek to create openings and gaps, but they matter not. I am the wielder 
of the most impregnable armor, the one who possesses the ultimate strength! Show 


me your desperation, your true power! 


As he swung his sword once more, the resulting gust of wind unleashed a hurricane 
of flames, surging toward Magsarion. The clash of blades, the collision of opposing 


wills, resounded throughout the infernal battlefield. 


“- If I get carried away, even I can fight without food, water, and sleep for at least 
ten, at least twenty years. And not only me, Zairi and Taurvi are also capable of 
this”, frivolity Bahlavan's nonchalant demeanor belied the profoundness of his 
words. While he hadn't imposed the same restrictions upon himself, it was simply 
because, in his value system, such restraints were ingrained. The notion of refraining 
from touching others unless it involved killing, and discarding anything that didn't 
pertain to the locusts as a whole, was merely common sense to him. However, he 


couldn't dismiss Magsarion's extraordinary nature with a wave of his hand. 


- Indeed, I must acknowledge that what you have undertaken is far from easy. If the 
price for your power lies in suffering, then with the same Commandment, I would 
not perceive the world as you do. In that sense, it is truly unique, and I cannot 


replicate it. 


As a high-level Drujvant, blessed with inherent strength since birth, Bahlavan 
couldn't fully grasp the depth of sacrifice that the less fortunate had to endure. While 
he aspired to overcome all that seemed impossible, embracing the strength of the 


weak proved to be an exception. 


After all, to achieve that, one must first become weaker, and what could that be if 


not a misplaced priority? What was his course of action in such circumstances? 


As a contender for the title of the strongest, faced with a power that differed in 


quality from his own, he didn't require an answer. 


"- Come, I shall reduce you to dust," Bahlavan calmly called out, his body covered 


in blood from the countless strikes of the enraged warrior. 


No matter the path of death Magsarion's blade traced, it would have no effect on 
him—Bahlavan would crush and tear through it. And indeed, even though his form 


displayed numerous wounds, they all appeared as mere superficial cuts. Enveloped 


in armor forged by the greatest self-will in the universe, his body remained 


unscathed. 
How could one strike him? 
How could one pierce through his defenses? 


"- T shall scatter you to the wind," Magsarion murmured with a venomous whisper 


on his lips, his blade poised for another assault. 


The prelude had concluded, where an ordinary individual would have perished in 
the opening moments. Now, those who refused to yield under any circumstances 
revealed their true potential. In this very instant, ferocity and fury clashed head-on, 
causing the very fabric of the universe to tremble and crack under the weight of their 


confrontation. 


4 
"Quinn, Quinn... Can you hear me?" 


The unfamiliar voice pierced through the haze of my consciousness, prompting my 
foggy mind to attempt to make sense of what had transpired. It felt as if everything 
had unfolded in a whirlwind, leaving me with no time to process. Several jarring 
events had occurred in rapid succession, yet the details eluded me. Or perhaps, deep 
down, I didn't want to remember. I had no desire to dwell on the multitude of 
problems that had accumulated, forming a daunting mountain I had temporarily 
chosen to evade. Admittedly, indulging in such thoughts would lead to no good 
outcome. Yet, the temptation to forget it all, even for a brief respite, proved difficult 


to resist. 


"Very well, then. In that case, let's try a more direct approach. Our priority is to keep 


her alive, after all. Farangis, may I ask for your assistance?" 
A hint of brusqueness entered the voice. 


"As you command. I shall work to expedite the process, so I suggest you stand back," 


came the response. 
"...What are you contemplating here!?" 


But my fleeting hope of escaping my imminent fate was shattered as I abruptly rose 
from the ground with a cry. It dawned on me that something terrible was about to 


befall me. 


"Oh, you're already awake. I'd say I've never encountered such treacherous 
individuals, but since you're not exactly human, I'm at a loss for words here. 


Montserrat?" 
"I believe it can be attributed to the creator's peculiar taste, milady." 
"That's it, precisely! In other words, brother Khvarenah is to blame for all of this." 


The pounding headache I experienced couldn't solely be attributed to waking up too 
abruptly. As I furrowed my brows and struggled to my feet, I had to confront my 


reality once again. 


"I apologize for the inconvenience. As you can see, I am already awake, so there's 
no cause for concern," I interjected, attempting to regain some semblance of 


composure. 


They had discussed that as long as I remained alive, everything would somehow fall 
into place. However, I had no desire to delve into the standards of the immortals 
regarding such matters. I distanced myself from the murderers encircling me and 


cleared my throat, an attempt to regain my inner calm. 


"...8o, can I assume that we are within Father?" 


"I'm afraid I cannot provide a definite answer to that. However, this place is 


undeniably peculiar," Frederica responded with a wide smile. 


I followed her gaze and observed the world in which we found ourselves. To begin 
with, we were situated at the bottom of what resembled a deep gorge, affording us a 


limited view. Yet, it was far from impossible to discern our surroundings. 


Firstly, the composition of the ground eluded comprehension. Its appearance gave 
the impression of crystal, but the peculiar softness and elasticity made it akin to 
rubber. On the other hand, this hinted at the material's strength, suggesting that the 
entire gorge consisted of one solid mass. Gravity seemed notably weakened. The 
fundamental constituents of the atmosphere remained a mystery, but it was evident 


that it was one of those unique instances where numerous gases mingled. 


Since neither I nor the immortal assassins required breath, it was vexing that we 
couldn't ascertain if this air was toxic to ordinary individuals. The temperature 
reached around forty degrees, yet I couldn't fathom the source of the heat. It seemed 
that the fixed stars, which served as our sun, held no influence here, unlike their 


impact on the ordinary celestial bodies. 


The sky overhead bore an intricate marble pattern I had never before laid eyes upon. 
Gold, purple, red, green... and an array of other shades eluded my identification. 
Countless hues beyond my grasp intermingled, merging and diverging like a vast 
kaleidoscope. As a yazata, I had witnessed many planets in the past, but standing in 
such an enigmatic realm for the first time left me at a loss for words. It may sound 


trite, but I could only describe it as an "otherworldly" place. 


The notion that we had arrived at the core of the Annihilation Star Cluster seemed 


to manifest naturally. 


"What a captivating landscape. Truth be told, I find it quite appealing," Frederica 
remarked, her eyes still fixed upon the mesmerizing sky. Though I felt inclined to 


disregard her comment, the next statement demanded my attention. 
"How I wish I could show it to Sir Magsarion..." 


Ah... At that moment, I realized his absence. Startled, I turned towards Frederica and 


approached her, inquiring about Magsarion's whereabouts. 
"What does this mean? Why Magsarion... Where is he?" 


"Calm yourself, Quinn. I am just as sorry... Ha-ah, dealing with him can be quite 


challenging, to say the least. He's not like ordinary people. 


Her response, lacking substance, only served to irritate me, and Montserrat 


interjected from the periphery. 


"Milady is feeling somewhat disheartened, so I would appreciate it if you didn't 
burden her further. As you can see, Sir Magsarion is not with us at present, but it 


was his own decision. At that moment, he chose to let go." 
"So Magsarion remained behind?" 


"Most likely. While you were deeply focused, I sensed a tremendous surge of power 


vanishing. I dare say it was Bahlavan." 
With a general understanding of the situation, panic began to overwhelm me. 
"How could this be... So he stayed to confront Bahlavan?" 


It was a reckless move. Even if the rumors I had heard were true, the third King of 
Evil stood as a monstrosity among monsters. Even Zariched or Taurvid, who 
managed to defeat the Sacred Realm with just the two of them while we were in the 
Sky Burial Sphere, likely paled in comparison to the Locust King himself. Facing 


him alone, without a plan, was a decision made. 


by someone far from rational. Yet, I knew that such widely accepted opinions held 


no sway over him... 


"Since we normally rely on the garden’s rules, teleportation is beyond our control. 


Hence, it all falls to you," Montserrat conveyed. 


I comprehended the underlying message. Should we press onward or turn back? 
Defeat my father or go to Magsarion's aid? The choice rested solely with me. I bit 
my lip and clenched my fists, but after a few seconds that felt like an eternity, I 


ultimately chose the former. 
"...Let's proceed. I have faith in Magsarion." 


Common sense dictated that this was utter folly. Yet, I genuinely placed my trust in 
Magsarion, hoping that perhaps, against all odds... Moreover, being so close to my 
birthplace, I yearned to uncover its secrets. To achieve that, reaching the core of the 
Father was imperative. My intuition whispered that missing this opportunity meant 


there would be no second chance. 


"As you wish. However, engaging in back-and-forth travels would be rather hasty, 
to be frank. I doubt we can indefinitely access this place, so waiting seems more 


advantageous than retreating," Montserrat added. 


I appreciated his agreement, though it didn't bring me much joy to hear him voice 
this. Montserrat smiled respectfully, and I reciprocated with a nod out of courtesy. 
His Majesty and Kaikhosru, regardless of how the plan to mutually destroy the first 
and third Kings of Evil had faltered, remained unconcerned about trivial matters. We 
had believed that regardless of the outcome, victory was assured. I wished to witness 
that miracle. Doubts may have plagued my mind, but now that I was embroiled in 


this predicament, I had no intention of settling for half-measures. 


"Lady Frederica, should you wish to contest her decision, simply order me to change 
her mind. I will employ every means at my disposal to do so," Montserrat stated, 


unsettlingly casual. 


However, his mistress, instead of considering his proposition, shook her head 
vehemently. ...Wait, why was she looking at me with such a peculiar gleam in her 


eyes? 
"I believe... Yes, indeed! I, too, have faith in Sir Magsarion. Absolutely!" 


Her words were accompanied by her tightly gripping both of my hands and shaking 


them vigorously. Hold on a moment... Why was the King of Evil so fervent? 


But I would not relent! I had more faith in Sir Magsarion than she did! I would brook 


no objections to that! 
"Hey, hey, calm down, you two!" 


Enough of this! It was going too far. I was on the verge of engaging in a physical 


altercation. Now, I would give her a piece of my mind! 
"Ahh, what an impassioned mistress!" 
"Rival... When we say, ‘formidable enemy,’ we mean ‘friend’... 


The maids joyfully exclaimed, inexplicably adding to Frederica's excitement. 
Meanwhile, Montserrat watched this peculiar spectacle unfold with a smile. What 
was all this about? Some sort of initiation ceremony? I was beginning to regret my 
decision to forge ahead, but clearly, it was too late to turn back now. Regardless, the 


murderers and I pressed on without Magsarion, deciding to continue our mission. 


OOOO 


Emerging from the treacherous gorge into which we had fallen, we found ourselves 
standing on an expansive plain, stretching endlessly before us, adorned with the 
enigmatic shimmer of crystalline formations. There was no denying that we had 
arrived at the heart of the colossal Annihilation Star Cluster, a cosmic expanse of 
unfathomable magnitude. The immensity of our surroundings only compounded the 
arduousness of our search. Contemplating the daunting task ahead, I was filled with 
apprehension, but I chose to banish those thoughts, grateful that they did not linger. 
In this surreal realm, where uniformity reigned supreme, there was one striking 


anomaly that caught our attention. 


Amidst the bewildering variations in scale, estimating distances with the naked eye 
proved challenging. However, on the distant horizon, a solitary protrusion emerged, 
reminiscent of an inverted cephalopod resting upon the ground. Countless towering 
columns intertwined like desperate hands reaching skyward. Chaos and disorder 
seemed to coexist with a peculiar geometric harmony, akin to the intricate workings 
of a finely crafted timepiece. The sight instilled both fear and reverence within us, 


an inexplicable fusion of emotions that resonated deep within our souls. 


The structure defied conventions and norms, inviting me to christen it a "temple." 
Undoubtedly, this edifice was far from ordinary. It defied reason to imagine that the 
heart of the workshop lay elsewhere. Hence, we resorted to teleportation once more, 
positioning ourselves near its formidable walls, and subsequently venturing inside. 
The unknown lay ahead, shrouded in anticipation, yet we embarked upon a dimly lit 
corridor spiraling upward. The incredible tension of the situation should have 


rendered us speechless. 
"Oops! My apologies!" 


... Yet, the maids, one after another, stumbled and collided, their behavior eroding 


any remaining seriousness. Our procession moved at an agonizingly slow pace. 


Frustratingly enough, their clumsiness stemmed not from mere happenstance, but 


rather, it was a deliberate consequence of Frederica's command. 


"Do not gaze around. Ignore everything you see. Keep your eyes closed whenever 


possible." 


Her thoughts, if she had any at all, had always been inscrutable. However, there was 
an unusual weight to this particular directive. And so, I strived to comply as best I 


could, despite my waning patience. Eventually, I decided to inquire once again. 


"Frederica, what purpose does this serve? It may do more harm than good before 


long." 
"Well... I believe it would be far worse to witness things as they truly are." 


As she spoke, she peered past me, squinting and tilting her head. Perhaps her 
mercurial nature had always hindered clear explanations. Yet, if this continued, we 
risked being caught off guard. With that in mind, I avoided meeting her gaze, 


gestured towards our surroundings, and continued my argument. 


"We find ourselves truly engulfed by the creations of my Father. It is imperative to 
remain vigilant in this environment. Excessive curiosity and the temptation to 
meddle with suspicious artifacts are best avoided. However, wouldn't disregarding 
our surroundings also entail dangers? True, you may be immortal, but it would be 


unwise to take such matters lightly." 
"Well... Lady Quinn desires a thorough analysis of the available information. 


Before I could continue, Montserrat interjected gently from the side. His eyes 
remained tightly shut, yet he exuded an air of tranquility that belied any 
inconvenience he might have experienced. Surprisingly composed, he proposed an 


alternative approach. 


"I believe it is crucial to exercise discernment. Rather than avoiding everything 
entirely, we should selectively observe what we can. Perhaps, if you permit me to 


suggest, we could start by looking at each other?" 
"Aha, that's an excellent idea! Indeed, there's nothing for us to fear in doing so!" 


Frederica wholeheartedly commended the butler, her smile reminiscent of a 


blossoming flower. She turned to the maids, clarifying her previous order. 


"You may exchange glances among yourselves, just as before. It will make our 


journey easier, wouldn't you agree, Quinn?" 
"Yes, it seems quite reasonable now." 


While this did not resolve the issue of the temple's attention, being able to 
communicate openly with one another would help us avoid unforeseen 
circumstances. Contemplating whether conceding on this matter was worthwhile, I 
suddenly noticed Montserrat, his eyes open, regarding me with an unusual 


expression. 
"Is something amiss?" 


"No, I merely believe you should understand something. Given Milady's encounter 
with Khvarenah at the gata, it is safe to assume her decision holds merit. In my 


humble opinion, her command to avert our gaze is indeed peculiar." 


His words nearly elicited a groan from me. Montserrat's observation held truth: it 
was unfathomable for Father to participate in the gata with his colossal form. This 
implied that Frederica had witnessed the true visage of the Workshop of 
Annihilation. Had she seen it and thus commanded us to avert our eyes? What could 
be the true significance behind her directive? I turned towards her as she chatted 


amicably with the maids while walking. 


"Frederica... What did Father’s core truly look like?" 
"T couldn't tell you, really." She responded in a disappointingly ordinary manner. 


"He appeared human, I suppose. However, the details escape me, and truth be told, 
I don't recall it vividly. I can't quite put my finger on it, but it didn't make a 


particularly striking impression..." 

Yet, beneath her words, I sensed the potential danger entwined with Father’s truth. 
"Dangerous?" Frederica echoed my words, surprise widening her eyes. 

"No, I wouldn't say it's dangerous. Most likely not." 

"Then why did you instruct us not to look at anything?" 

"Lady Quinn, recall the Commandment." 


Becoming increasingly anxious, I moved closer to her, only to be halted once more 
by Montserrat's composed voice. His demeanor remained unchanged as he continued 


his disjointed narrative. 


"If this could be considered an 'attack,' then my mistress had no way of evading it. 
Therefore, the probability of any malicious intent concealed within Khvarenah’s 


appearance is minuscule." 

"But still..." 

"Yes, the spectacle is hardly pleasant, to say the least. To the point where Milady 
wished to erase it from memory... And what if, by gazing directly at him, those of 
our standing would suffer..." 

In his concluding remark, his tone took on a teasing quality, though it failed to elicit 


any amusement from me. The image of a diabolical countenance, an embodiment of 


such 


overwhelming information—be it in quantity, quality, or both—that it overloads the 
mind of any who dare to behold it. If such a phenomenon truly existed, then it was 


best to avert our gaze. 


Tales of powers that turned others to stone with a single glance abounded, and while 
Kaikhosru possessed such a power, it manifested only when intentionally directed. 
In the case of the progenitor, however, it seemed to exert its influence inadvertently, 
staining everything in its vicinity. Could this be considered an imposition of 


dominance? 


"Well, we shall manage somehow. If we have concluded our discussion, let us 


proceed with renewed vigor!" 
"As you wish, milady!" 


With little regard for my mounting unease, the group, deceptively adorable at first 
glance, resumed their progress. I trailed behind with a sigh, about to take another 


cumbersome step... 
"Be cautious. The path ahead rises abruptly." 
"Oh, yes... Thank you... I appreciate it." 


Nearly stumbling and careening downhill, I was saved by Montserrat's timely grip 
on my shoulder. Grateful, I instinctively expressed my thanks and, out of a mixture 
of shame and curiosity, attempted to meet the gaze of the black butler. Yet again, I 
found myself captivated by his peculiar gaze. 


"Is something the matter?" 


"Well..." 


The roles seemed reversed this time, and Montserrat's gaze diverged from his usual 
disposition. He regarded me tenderly, almost with a smile—a comparison 


inappropriate as it may be—like someone beholding a long-lost beloved... 
Nonsense! 


This assassin could never harbor such emotions. He was, at his core, a daeva, while 
I, a yazata. Perhaps we were presently compelled to work together unwittingly, but 


fundamentally, we could never truly reconcile. 
Then why did he look at me in such a manner? 


I myself do not understand anything, and therefore, as a result, instead of a 
surreptitious glance, I free myself from the hands of Montserrat and ask him about 


something completely different. 
- You once fought Lord Varhran, didn’t you? 


- Yes, and I must say, he beat me admirably. For me it was a unique experience. 


- But then why! .. 


Montserrat answers me _ sincerely, and I involuntarily turn to shouting. 
Again this look. Eyes that do not care about the enmity between black and white still 
bring me back to the original topic. He looks at me as if at a comrade-in-arms... If 
this is not an optical illusion, then how can one explain the current position of this 


murderer? 


- Why do you follow Frederica's orders? Do you consider Varhran inferior to her in 


some way? On what basis did you arrive at that decision..." 


- It's unusual to hear such words from you. I am a drujvant, a creation of the dark 
side. Hence, it's not particularly surprising to find a gentleman I admire, a soul that 


captivated me, was born from the same darkness as myself." 


"- These are mere words." I replied with confidence. 


After all, there was no one as infinitely grand as Varhran. While it was true that he 
may have been defeated by Father and met his demise at the hands of those he was 
meant to protect, I sensed that his vision extended farther than anyone else's. I held 
firm in the belief that someday he would achieve a true victory, a sentiment he 
expressed with a smile in his final moments. Those who had once heard his words, 


including myself, harbored dreams of such a future. 


Both His Majesty and Magsarion, through their exposure to Varhran's final 
moments, embarked on a path that defied the conventional dichotomy of black and 
white. The current chaotic state was undoubtedly born from the hero's demise. 
Therefore, it stood to reason that Montserrat, too, must have felt the influence of 


Varhran. 


The evidence lay in his unwavering allegiance to the victor, irrespective of their 
affiliation. While it could be considered a Commandment, there was an abnormality 
to it. Sharing the same shackles of subservience, I understood that he had crossed a 
certain threshold. And the way he casually spoke about love within the realm of 


darkness seemed all too contrived. 


Could it be that this assassin no longer fit within the Avesta's dichotomy? And if he 
truly regarded me with tenderness, why did he forsake his allegiance to the hero and 


become the right hand of the King of Evil? 


“- Unable to forgive me for my act of betrayal, you stand before me, covering your 
sentiments perfectly. I comprehend your perspective entirely, for I, myself, am far 


be) 


from whole.” Montserrat nonchalantly shrugs his shoulders, a hint of self- 
deprecation lingering in his smile. Despite the menacing saw clutched in his hands, 


his innocent countenance radiates through. 


- Iam bound by two solemn Commandments. One of them you are already aware 
of: ultimately, I am nothing but a tool. By faithfully executing my duties at my 
assigned station, I acquire the strength necessary to fulfill the desires of my master. 
Yet, in addition to this, I possess the ability to meld perspectives in order to adapt to 
the expectations of others. I can even delve into minds. That is how you witnessed 


the demise of Varhran and little Magsarion. 


Yes, in a dream I had during an abundance of idle moments. Montserrat 
acknowledges me with a nod, and I implore him to continue with a fleeting glance. 
Everything he has managed to convey; I already know or can easily surmise. 
However, the reason behind his claim of inferiority remains elusive to me. It is 


undoubtedly linked to his second Commandment. 


- However, the other Commandment is now beyond my grasp. Sir Varhran seized 


it from me. 

- Seized? 

Utterly dumbfounded, I am rendered speechless by such an unexpected response. In 
what manner was it "seized"? 


- He possesses the capability to appropriate the weapons of those he vanquishes. One 
might call it a form of trophy: on occasion, he has assimilated the powers of the 


defeated. In my case, however, he seized the Commandment itself. 
- By virtue of being the victor? 
- Precisely. 


Recalling it now, I believe I heard something akin to this in my dream. The more 
victories Varhran claimed, the stronger he became. In exchange for the 
Commandment to remain invincible, he acquired wings that propelled him forward 


as long as he upheld the image of a hero. 


- Hence, I am now flawed. I should clarify that I "had" two Commandments, and 
one remains detached from me. As logical decision-making cannot be expected of 
me initially, it would be unwise to place great importance on the behavior of your 


dutiful servant 

- Ah, wait! 

Attempting to halt the conversation, I seek to call him back, but the displeased voice 
of Frederica resounds from up ahead. 

- What are you two doing over there? Let's move along quickly! 


"- I apologize, milady, right away”. Respectfully abiding by her command, 


Montserrat follows suit. 
I continue to gaze at his retreating figure and pose one last query. 
- What was your lost Commandment? 


I do not anticipate a response at all. Yet, I do not wish to leave the conversation 
unresolved and make an attempt to assert my will, even if only formally. Upon 


hearing this, Montserrat halts and looks back at me, a smile playing upon his lips. 


"- The ability to peer into the future. Even if only for a few seconds.”, With that 
reply, he meets my gaze and offers a smile in return. "Well, you see, dwelling on 
that won't lead us anywhere. As long as Sir Magsarion fights valiantly, we cannot 


afford to waste a single moment.” 
- apologize, milady. It's just that Lady Quinn strikingly reminds me of the esteemed 
lady. 


- Hmm, are they truly that similar? I assumed they were merely coincidental 
namesakes. Who knows... This is merely my subjective opinion, so I cannot claim 


objectivity, but truth be told, it is not about appearances, but rather a feeling. 


After rejoining the others, I disregard any further conversation. To be more precise, 
I am engrossed in ruminating over our earlier dialogue, leaving no room for new 
information within my mind. Montserrat's second Commandment, the ability to see 


the future, now belongs to Varhran. How exactly did it manifest? 


For starters, he certainly did not acquire it in its original form. If he is capable of 
appropriating others' Commandments upon victory, then Varhran is undoubtedly 
unburdened by their constraints. Otherwise, it appears more akin to self-destruction 


or punishment, rather than a "right of the victor." 


Let us begin by considering the fact that it is commonplace in war to repurpose 
acquired spoils and employ them for new objectives. Since the new possessor entails 
fresh responsibilities, it must be surmised that Montserrat's Commandment 


underwent some form of alteration. But in what manner did it transform? 


The changes are undoubtedly not limited to degradation or simplification. Numerous 
instances exist wherein the potential of a new owner leads to remarkable 
advancements and even evolution, particularly when dealing with an unprecedented 
figure like Varhran. The hero witnessed glimpses of the future, even if Montserrat's 


vision extended no more than a few seconds—gazing into the distant horizon. 
Does this imply that Varhran foresaw it all? 

Did he anticipate everything and embrace death willingly? 

But for what purpose? 

- So, Quinn, are you paying attention? 


“__ Ah, yes...” Once again, another voice interjects, shattering my chain of 
thoughts. I raise my head and find Frederica pouting at me, her hands resting on her 


waist. 


- I'm delighted that you find Montserrat's past so engrossing, but the present and the 


future hold greater significance. 


Indeed, it was precisely this future that had captivated me, but I cannot argue against 
the notion that the current circumstances are ill-suited for such contemplation. No 
matter how much I am wounded by the idea of the leader of murderers imparting 
wisdom upon me. I wonder to what extent she herself is acquainted with Montserrat's 
past. At the very least, she seems accustomed to playing the role of a mistress, and I 
would not be surprised if she took an interest in the personal lives of those in her 


retinue. Although, it is likely that she forgets everything they confide in her. 
- We are deliberating on which path to pursue. Share your opinion with us. 


Choose a path? It's easier said than done... We have been traversing a narrow, 
spiraling corridor for an extended period, yet there is no end in sight. Due to the 
prohibition against closely examining my surroundings, I can only perceive them in 
broad strokes, and my instinct to return home remains dormant. However, I can 
surmise that there are numerous apertures dotting both sides of the walls. One can 


assume that further along, the structure begins to resemble an anthill. 


“- For now, I believe it is prudent to proceed along the most conspicuous route," I 
propose. "It appears that the main thoroughfare lies before us, and venturing too far 


off course would be excessively risky." 


"~ And the most important individuals are often situated at the summit. Therefore, I 


concur that we should press onward, milady." 


Though the wording may seem somewhat simplistic, I find it to be a remarkably 
accurate assessment. The dark-haired young woman who agrees with me cheerfully 


addresses her fellow maid, with whom she seems to share a friendship... 


“- Yes, Farangis? Do you agree?” 


... suddenly, everything loses all meaning. 


As soon as "he" emerges from the side tunnel behind the back of the girl named 
Farangis, a surreal spectacle unfolds before our eyes, shattering the fabric of our 


senses. 


Colors, once vibrant and distinct, now blend into a chaotic mosaic of fragmented 
hues. The air crackles with otherworldly energy, resonating with a dissonant 
cacophony that assaults our ears. A peculiar scent, reminiscent of ancient 
manuscripts and burning embers, wafts through the air, intertwining with a hint of 


ozone. 


ai. ii. Before us stands a creation that defies comprehension, a 


manifestation of an absolute ace. Like a celestial wanderer adrift in the vast 
expanse of the cosmos, it pays no heed to our presence, its purpose shrouded in 


mystery. 


‘He’ exists as a conundrum, defying categorization, evoking a primal fear and awe 
that consume our very beings. Words fail to capture ‘his’ essence, for ‘he’ transcends 
the limitations of language and defies conventional ai oh ‘He’ is a blend of 
the diabolical and the divine, an amalgamation of contradictions that challenge the 


boundaries of perception. 


‘He’ is the harbinger of a new era, a seeker in search of a lost prayer, driven to the 
brink of exhaustion by an insatiable longing, torn between laughter and sorrow for 


its gluttonous existence. 


His’ face, radiant and ethereal, resembles a halo woven from a tapestry of miracles, 
each thread an embodiment of wonder. To behold ‘him’ is to witness the birth of a 


new reality, an incandescent enigma that defies reason and expectation. 


- Brother... Khvarenah 


The name reverberates through the depths of my being, a proclamation of truth that 


transcends mere sound. 


Frederica was right. There are no words that can describe this. It can't possibly be 


defined. 


For ‘he’ defies definition and challenges the very notion of ry |] For ‘he’ is 
too extraordinary, too sublime to be confined within the boundaries of ordinary 
understanding. ‘He’ demands to reign as the progenitor of ni. a 


revelation that defies the constraints of the known. 


"- Who are you all?" 


His voice, resonating with a cosmic timbre, reaches out to us, a lament that yearns 
to dissolve into the vortex of the universe. Its crimson eyes, profound and alluring, 
hold depths darker than the abyss itself, intertwined with a luminosity that rivals the 
brightest stars. In the face of this enigmatic being, we stand as witnesses to an 
unfathomable revelation, captivated by its otherworldly presence and gripped by an 


indefinable sense of both fear and reverence. 


Chapter 11: That Which Cannot Be Forgotten 
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In the face of an immense wave, the ripples caused by a pebble swiftly dissipate. 
When the disparity between two opposing forces spans magnitudes, coexistence 
becomes an impossibility, even in the absence of ill intent. A colossal value system, 
relentless in its imposition, taints everything down to the very roots. It is this 
phenomenon that confronts us, and just when it seems that any trace of individuality 


will be erased, an unexpected "voice" interjects. 
"...My apologies." 


Though senses have been rendered almost meaningless, his words resound clearly 
within my ears. I can also discern the subsequent action upon my skin, devoid of any 
hindrance. Despite the astonishing nature of the situation, there is no time to dwell 
on its intricacies. Thus, we are left with no choice but to entrust ourselves to his 


caprice... 
"We must temporarily retreat. Any reproach directed at me shall have to wait." 


Montserrat... The butler, once pledged to serve the hero, now faithfully attends to 
the fourth King of Evil. With a single swing of his saw, he carves through the spiral 


corridor, cleaving a path. In an instant, we lose our footing and succumb to the pull 


of gravity, hurtling into a seemingly boundless abyss. The duration of this chasm 
remains a mystery... Yet, within this indeterminate span, I glimpse a solitary 


memory. 


These thoughts are not my own. Yet, the profound sense of kinship they evoke 


forbids me from perceiving them as foreign. 
The one I know so well. 


Perhaps it is here where the tale of Quinn begins. 


OOOO 
- It's my fault, it's all my fault! I have no excuses, I couldn't stop ‘her’! 


The girl lies prostrate, her face buried in the ground, offering heartfelt apologies. 
The waves of horror and regret flood my consciousness, mirroring her emotions, yet 
there is a striking absence of self-defense within her. She bears the weight of failure, 


burdened by remorse and shame for not fulfilling her duty. 


Fear seeps through her, a dread of the dark future her actions may have wrought, and 
so she beseeches for forgiveness. No, she is even willing to embrace death, 


recognizing that no amount of apologies can rectify the damage she has caused. 


- I implore you, execute me here and now. Let my wretched life not become a 
deserving retribution for what I have done, but if my deeds come to light, it will 
bring trouble. I am certain this wickedness will fracture the very fabric of universal 


unity. 
- Truly, your death now will not mend anything. 


- But... 


". That's enough," the resounding male voice cuts through, stern and icy, as if bearing 


an unbearable pain. 
I am familiar with that sensation. 


- I yearn to fulfill my dream. For the sake of an ideal that must be safeguarded, I 
shall not tolerate tears from any of my comrades. This is what we call an impeccable 


denouement, one that cannot be disputed, and you must play your part in it. 
- So... you deign to pretend as if nothing happened? 
- Raise your head. 


At his command, the girl obeys with utmost care. Through her eyes, I too catch a 
glimpse of her savior. Before her stands none other than the Holy King Sirius 
himself. He appears much younger than the image I hold of him, perhaps around 


twenty years old, yet the weightiness of his deep-set gray eyes remains unmistakable. 


In my previous dream, His Majesty bore a radiant and unclouded smile, but now he 
exudes an entirely different aura. Considering his apparent age, this dream must have 


taken place in the past, leaving me perplexed about its significance. 


Was there already a shadow behind his smile? If I now perceive everything through 
the eyes of the girl alluded to by Varhran and Nahid, what kind of relationship did 
they share? 


And most importantly, how does this intricate tapestry of events intertwine with my 


own existence? 


Questions arise, one after another, yet the relentless gears of fate continue their 


inexorable rotation. 


- [have no right to love as an individual. My position forbids it. But if, by protecting 
you, I draw closer to realizing my dream, then | shall shield you until the very end. 


I swear, you shall never shed another tear. 
- ...Does it suit you? 


- I should be asking you the same. Perhaps you have reservations? Would you be 


willing to accept me as your partner? 


In response, the girl lowers her head once more, her voice barely above a whisper as 


hot tears stream down her cheeks. 


- What are you saying? How could I be unhappy? Though I am but a hopeless being, 


I promise to give my all in meeting your expectations next time. 
- I told you not to shed any tears. Don't embarrass me. 


His Majesty kneels down, enfolding the girl in his arms, and continues to speak. His 
words carry weight, firm and resolute, yet laced with a gentleness that squeezes the 


heart. 


- Every victory is in the name of the hero. Both you and I are destined to follow in 


Varhran's footsteps. That is our path. 


The way he murmurs her name softly, I can no longer hear. 


OOOO 


".,.Lady Quinn," a voice calls out, pulling me back from the fleeting mirage, back to 


the grim reality where the murderer gazes down at me. 


"I'm glad to see you're unharmed. Do you need an explanation about our current 


situation?" he asks. 


"...No," I reply, my memory piecing together most of what has transpired. 


The unexpected encounter with my father, swiftly halted by Montserrat's 
intervention. Though his methods may have been crude, considering the alternative 
fate that awaited us, there is little room for complaint. But what truly concerns me is 


the recent dream. 
Whose memories did I witness, and what was their significance? 


I struggle to comprehend why I am now privy to these fragmented recollections, and 


objectively, I can only attribute it to mere chance. 


Yet, there is a part of me that accepts it as a given. I cannot speculate or offer 
explanations, but there is an eerie symbolism that connects this seemingly unrelated 


dream to our current reality. 
"Milady, wake up. Milady," Montserrat's voice breaks through my thoughts. 


Could it be that Montserrat's longstanding connection to Varhran is responsible for 


this anomaly? 


However, to unravel this mystery, we must first escape our current predicament, 


which requires defeating my father. 


"Stil, I did not expect this. In the past, I have faced Brother Khvarenah directly, but 


never have I felt such overwhelming power. What could be the cause?" 
"It is likely impossible to kill participants during the gata," Frederica responds. 


"Though we do not know the principle behind it, the presence of a restraining force 


during the ritual could account for the disparity in our experiences." 


"Are you implying that the brother I know is not the real brother?" 


"It seems plausible. Another possibility is that recent confrontations with Bahlavan 
have caused changes in Khvarenah. Under such conditions, deviations from the 


norm are to be expected," 


"Hmm, that does sound reasonable. But what should we do then? If we can't even 
get a good look at him, and our numbers have dwindled," I sigh, surveying our 
surroundings. We find ourselves in a wide pit, and though everyone who was 
initially present remains, only Frederica, Montserrat, and I are conscious. The young 
maids still lay motionless, trapped in a vegetative state caused by their encounter 


with my father. 
"I wonder if my Father will pursue us?" 


"Indeed. I retreated quite far as a precaution, but it would be unwise to assume we 
have escaped his pursuit. After all, this planet is his body, granting him not only the 


ability to find us but also to teleport effortlessly," Frederica remarks. 

Yet, he remains unseen. 

"What do you think, Quinn?" 

Caught off guard by the sudden focus on me, I take a moment to gather my thoughts 
before responding, "The father I know was always logical and calculating. While he 
possessed traits 

that were unacceptable for an ashavan, he exhibited rational behavior for the most 
part. So, at first glance, he seemed predictable... or so I thought." 

As I speak, memories of our recent encounter flood my mind. Was it truly the same 
Wokshop of Annihilation? There was an indescribable aura of grandeur emanating 


from him, surpassing anything I had ever sensed before. It was to be expected from 


the one who assumes the mantle of the first King of Evil, a formidable threat without 


a doubt. And yet, there was something about his behavior that left me deeply 


suspicious. 


"I thought he had lost touch with himself. The fact that no one sensed his presence 
until we stumbled upon him suggests a high possibility that he is practically 
unconscious. He might have forgotten about us and continues to wander aimlessly," 


I speculate. 


"You don't sound very confident. If the probability is high, could you present a more 


convincing argument?" Frederica challenges. 
"I'm afraid that's impossible," I shake my head in response to her whimsical demand. 


"All of this is merely my conjecture, driven by the fact that he has become 


unfathomable to us. Our main objective now is to understand him." 


And yet... there remains one perplexing detail that I cannot overlook. Ignoring 


Frederica's protests, I turn to the enigmatic butler dressed in black. 
"Montserrat... how were you able to move?" 


Our conventional understanding fails in the face of my father. How could this man 
maintain his composure in the presence of an unimaginable being whose mere sight 


could drive others to madness? 


"Well, this is truly remarkable," Frederica interjects. "Tell us, Montserrat, how did 
you manage it?" 
With his usual serious demeanor, Montserrat responds, "You should already know, 


milady. Being practically blind, Khvarenah’s appearance had no effect on me." 


He adjusts his glasses as if to emphasize his point. His confession sounds so matter- 


of-fact that I cannot help but be astonished. 


"Oh, indeed, how forgetful of me," Frederica exclaims, coming to my support. "After 


all, the same cannot be said for you, can it?" 
"Just a moment," I interject. 


If Montserrat can barely see, then his behavior, which suggests otherwise, is indeed 
impressive. But the question remains: why? He is an immortal assassin, a Daeva of 


great power. Impaired vision seems incongruous for someone like him. 


"Why haven't you found a solution for it? I'm sure it wouldn't pose a significant 


challenge for you," I propose. 


"True, if it were an ordinary wound or ailment, even if it were congenital, I could 
manage somehow," Montserrat acknowledges. "However, this impairment is tied to 
the Commandment, Lady Quinn. As I mentioned before, it was bestowed upon me 
by Avesta, granting me the ability to see glimpses of the future. Thus, there is no 


escaping the consequences." 
"A Commandment? But he..." I start to say, my voice trailing off in realization. 


"Yes, Sir Varhran extracted it from me. These fetters no longer hold much 
significance since his departure, but they still remain partially intact. I used to be 
completely blind, so my current condition can be considered a significant 


improvement. I hope this clarifies matters for you.” 


He draws a conclusion to our conversation, leaving me speechless. Not because he 
has convinced me, but because more questions arise, demanding my immediate 


attention. Two fundamental inconsistencies emerge. 


Firstly, my father's devilish visage is not a phenomenon that ordinary myopia can 
protect against. It reaches much deeper, touching a core within the soul that 
transcends mere visual perception. While I am unsure of how to counter it, 


Montserrat's explanation provides a possible explanation. The extraordinary 


physical potential of the murderer, combined with a mutual neutralization due to his 
status, could account for his resistance. Initially, I had assumed Montserrat would 


be powerless against such a force, given Frederica's own reaction. 


However, factoring in Varhran changes everything. Could it be that this assassin 
remains under the influence of the hero? Perhaps the Commandment, which he was 
supposed to have relinquished, still binds him, preserving his sanity in the face of 
his father's malevolence. This explanation holds logical merit. Yet, at its core, a 
fundamental discrepancy arises. After all, Varhran is deceased. How is it possible to 


perceive the heartbeat of someone who no longer lives? 


"In that case, Montserrat, I have a request for you. Can you merge our perspectives 
or something similar? If we share your vision and confront the allure of Khvarenah, 
we might have a chance at exacting revenge. Does that proposal meet with your 


approval, Lady Quinn?" 


"Yes, please proceed," I acquiesce, following Frederica's plan while silently 


grappling with the doubts that assail me. 


Our current predicament seems unlikely to be resolved by any other means, and there 
is a considerable chance that I will find the answers I seek by witnessing the world 


as Montserrat does. 


"In that case, I request that both of you stand here." He raises his hands and gently 
touches our closed eyelids, his voice whispering with a note of caution, "Let me 
warn you, I can barely see anything. Even Milady will face difficulties until you get 


used to it. Synchronizing with me might cause you great discomfort and even pain." 
"I am prepared for it. Proceed," I respond, determination in my voice. 


"You worry too much, Montserrat. Lady Quinn has made her decision, and you must 


follow her will in silence," Frederica adds confidently, her chest swelling with pride. 


As instructed, we close our eyes, surrendering ourselves to the darkness. It is an eerie 
sensation, knowing that we are about to witness the world through the eyes of a 
daeva. I brace myself for the burden it will place upon my senses, understanding that 
there may be moments of repulsion and rejection. But I am resolved to prove that I 
can endure it. I believe that in this shared perspective, I will uncover something 
valuable. I have always been ready to confront danger head-on, and this is no 


different. I am aware of the trials Montserrat endures, and I cannot afford to linger. 
"In that case..." 


I begin, feeling Montserrat's touch on my forehead. Slowly, a strange image starts to 


form within the darkness behind my closed eyelids. 


It is a swirling amalgamation of blood, agony, and hatred—the suffering of those 
who fell victim to the murderer. To separate our perspectives, we must first 
overcome the barrier of differing perceptions. And so, it begins. The disgust is 
overwhelming, as expected. Yet, I remain resolute. I experience Montserrat's life 
firsthand, preparing myself for the decisive moment. Memories flood my 
consciousness, the day that marked the turning point for the most formidable of 


murderers. 


I'm sure it was the day of his defeat at the hands of Varhran. But beyond the sea of 


blood, a blurry and radiant figure emerges—a silhouette unlike any other. 
I guess you are unable to witness my future. 


A ‘Blade. 


I am trapped in a perpetual loop, devoid of the concept of time. The absence of 


a future, and the inability to distinguish between present and past—these 


realities have become my prison. I find myself merely repeating the same 


actions, caught in an eternal cycle of monotony. 
The realization strikes me—this is what Montserrat saw. 


Confusion, anger, horror, and resentment—an indescribable sense of defeat from 
which sweet despair emanates. The soul-destroyer, who believed himself the ruler 


of destinies, met the absolute on that day. 


I have grown weary of weaving tales of heroes, crafting narratives of valor and 
triumph. If your yearning to end my life burns so fiercely within you, why not 


embrace a different path and serve me in your quest? 


The words, their meaning not entirely clear to me, elicit an immediate response from 
Montserrat. He falls to his knees, carving a Commandment of service in his soul, 


believing it to be his fate. 


"I will obey you. I will dedicate myself to you completely. I will forsake everything 


personal, and at the cost of my own life, I will fulfill your will." 


But you, a being of such worth and valor, who would willingly join me as an 
accomplice in embracing my apoptosis... Or perhaps... No, it is likely a mere 


figment of imagination, a wistful notion that flickers like a distant mirage. 


I am still unable to discern the identity of this enigmatic presence. Nevertheless, 
those eyes, glistening with a mesmerizing blend of gold and silver, akin to celestial 
stars, appear as ethereal scales embodying the essence of duality in the universe— 
both captivating and elusive. Strangely, an inexplicable yearning starts to stir within 
me, drawing me towards their allure. Yet, abruptly, the unfolding vision before my 


eyes shatters, leaving me in a state of sudden disconnection. 


"Ah..." 


A strange pain surges through my back, causing me to collapse. The strike is light, 
yet it carries with it incomprehensible emotions. Someone has pierced me skillfully, 


as if they knew my every move and weakness. 
"Elnaz, what are you doing?!" 


Montserrat's furious cry pierces the air. It is the first time I have witnessed such an 
emotional display from him. So, one of the maids attacked me? But they should still 


be unable to move. How did she manage to rise? 


"How uncivilized. We haven't finished our preparations yet... No matter. Proceed," 


I say, resigned to the situation. 


Lying on the ground, I open my eyes to assess the scene. Montserrat’s procedure 
was interrupted, but we have still achieved some degree of success. The view that 
greets me is not my own, but what he currently sees. As he had warned, his eyesight 
is extremely limited. The dark veil surrounding him resembles a midnight storm, 
with only a few blurry silhouettes discernible within it. But it's not just them—there 


is something distinctly different from the maids. 


Exquisite aS outlines that defy explanation, even in this realm of 


darkness. 


"Do I know you? You..." Montserrat's voice trembles as he stretches out his hand, a 


mixture of pleading and recognition. 


An idea that was previously at a level too high for me which I could hardly even 


hear, is being put into words ... 
"Divine Blade." 


My father calls me that, as if cursing me. 
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The battle had escalated to a point beyond the realm of mere ferocity. Two 
combatants, one possessing boundless endurance and the other exuding an 
unmatched thirst for blood, continued their ascent, their clash now transformed into 
an eternal spectacle of unbridled savagery, fueled by the resonating power coursing 


through their veins. 


Magsarion's thrust pierced Bahlavan's abdomen, while the locust's steel fist collided 
with the black knight's temple. Both strikes were lethal, devoid of any semblance of 
restraint or testing of strength. Despite enduring maximum damage, neither 
combatant faltered— their movements remained unabated. The sickening sounds of 
flesh cracking, bones crunching, and innards churning permeated the air—a 


symphony of a true fight to the death. 


Amidst the chaos, sporadic bursts of laughter and enraged roars intermingled, 
drowning out the absence of pain-filled cries. To be precise, cries were forbidden, 


especially from Magsarion's armor. 


The armor had long surpassed its breaking point, yearning to crumble and dissipate 
into oblivion. Yet, the skilled master refused to grant it that release. With each strike 
from Bahlavan's fists, he forcibly injected hatred into the armor, compelling it 
against its will to maintain its form. Initially, the armor lacked the strength to 
withstand the onslaught of the wicked king. Nonetheless, the infernal torment 


continued, whispering, "it's too early, feed on more." 


The part once known as the stomach, now obliterated beyond recognition, had been 
eradicated entirely. And yet, how could it possibly accommodate the surge of 


bloodlust coursing through it? 


Lost in the abyss of unending suffering, the armor began to forget its own existence. 


Yes, within this realm of oblivion, salvation surely awaited. If it was forbidden to 
fade away, then let the boundaries between self and others dissolve. To cease being 
oneself, to blend with the swirling currents of hatred, and together, wander the 


desolate wastelands until the end of time, as nameless entities united in purpose. 


Ah, so... please eat me! 


Your prayer is like an unchanging ii. and thanks to it I learned that my destiny 


is to become a part of it. 


Even the most silent of equipment succumbs to madness under Magsarion's 
command. The clash with Bahlavan subjected Melek Tawus to a relentless 
exploitation, leading her to the brink of fatal degradation. This marked a turning 
point in the battle. 


"Hm?..." 


Bahlavan sensed this anomaly slightly earlier. It was challenging to articulate 
precisely, but the sensation of the blows had undeniably changed. It no longer felt 


like striking a solid body. 

Was it liquid? 

Gas? 

No, it was something more ephemeral, yet unyielding—a notion, perhaps? 

"Die. 

With an icy black voice, the sword's gleam soared, cleaving through Bahlavan's 
chest. The brutal strike pierced the armor of his strength, leaving the deepest wound 


he had ever received. Yet, true to his nature, Bahlavan remained unfazed. Without 


hesitation, he retaliated with a humming fist, only to encounter that same peculiar 


sensation once again. This sensation existed on a qualitatively different level, 
beyond simple brute force. Bahlavan's vast combat experience allowed him to grasp 


this, causing him to bare his teeth and burst into laughter. 
"So what if I break you into pieces!" 
"You shall disappear here." 


Their intersecting teist and blade created a shockwave that tore them apart and sent 
them flying. It was a mutual blow. Bahlavan suffered severe wounds, his arm nearly 


severed, while Magsarion did not shed a drop of blood. 
Or did he? 


Bahlavan let out a guttural laugh of delight, assuming a fighting stance, while 
Magsarion remained on his knees, bewildered, his helmet concealing her expression 


but clearly displaying her astonishment. 


"I don't know what has happened to you, but you are merely 'on the verge' for now. 


Your vision is clearly limited." 


With a roar, Bahlavan raised his fist to his face and clenched it tightly, not to heal 
his wound, but to seal it with the density of his muscles. Then, he pointed out 


Magsarion's lack of experience, barely restraining his laughter. 


"You were caught off guard, weren't you? I, too, know how to create openings for 


strikes. Although, to be honest..." 


His words hung in the air, and in the next moment, Bahlavan's massive body soared 


into the sky. 
"...] have no idea how this works!" 


Like a comet descending from the heavens, his right fist plummeted. Magsarion 


swiftly rose, ready to retaliate, only to be struck directly from the side. 


" Kh?!" 


A bloody cough obscured his vision. The blow had penetrated his defense system, 
striking with precision, and the so-called "body on the verge" emitted a chilling 


creak. 
Was it a feigned attack? No. 
Teleportation? Not that either. 


The fact remained that Bahlavan's right fist continued its descent, while external 
interference compelled Magsarion, stumbling, to miss the blow. Even as he fought 
back with his indomitable Commandment and willpower, a single mistake exposed 
an overwhelming disparity in sheer power. He could no longer evade the violence 
of the King of Evil, and he would not release him until his last breath. Like waves 
relentlessly crashing against towering cliffs, Bahlavan's fists and legs, capable of 


rending stars, relentlessly assaulted Magsarion, blow after tireless blow. 


"Ha ha ha! You still won't break, huh? Funny, truly amusing! You are the first of 


your kind I have encountered!" 


Despite the fact that every attack struck precisely at his blind spots, Bahlavan had 
no intention of resorting to stealth. He remained true to himself, fighting with 
unwavering honor. He had sworn to always face his opponents head-on, never 
stooping to cunning tactics—never even entertaining the thought. However, on rare 


occasions, such enigmatic phenomena occurred. 


Only Zariched and Taurvid had witnessed it and lived to tell the tale. And aside from 
them, Nadare and Khvarenah. In other words, it only transpired in battles against 
extraordinarily formidable adversaries or those who shared a similar nature. The true 


meaning behind it eluded even Bahlavan himself. 


Yet, he knew one thing for certain—it happened. 


He intended to strike once, yet one blow automatically gave birth to two or three 
more. And somehow, these additional blows affected him as well. It was as if 


multiple Bahlavans clashed within the same battle. 


Ferocity Locust... The swarm of sinister insects from which he derived his name had 
long been considered a natural disaster, feared and despised since time immemorial. 
However, it did not manifest itself at all times, occurring only under specific 
conditions—a kind of metamorphosis. When encountering someone so eerily akin 
to him, an explosive replication took place. It assumed a diabolical form, swarming 
locusts devouring everything in sight until nothing remained. Even when alone, he 


would fight himself. He would never succumb to the fear of 


solitude. Thus, when Bahlavan encountered someone he deemed his equal, 
replication occurred effortlessly. Perhaps this was the embodiment of his deepest 


desire, a rehearsal for the moment when he would be truly alone in the universe. 


"Iam you. And you are me. So, for the sake of our cause, I shall show you who is 


stronger. 


In reality, it was a mere technique, enabling Bahlavan to create one or two copies of 
himself. Each of them was a fully realized entity, possessing identical density, 
qualities, and skills, engaging in a true battle royale to determine the strongest. The 
fate of those entangled in this absurdity was self-evident, and this particular 
replication surpassed all previous instances. Not even Khvarenah and Nadare fully 


comprehended Bahlavan's Commandment. 


In their battles, he had not achieved the manifestation of complete copies, and they 
had merely witnessed an abnormal number of arms. However, now, the perfect 
replication unfolded before their very eyes. The four Bahlavans, oblivious to their 


own replication, encircled Magsarion with the intent to kill. Indeed, it could not be 


considered stealthy nor a numerical advantage. Each Bahlavan believed himself to 
be the sole existence in the world, propelled solely by the flames of his dreams and 


his individual strength. 


Yet, in reality, it amounted to naught but a chaotic skirmish, engulfing Magsarion in 
a maelstrom of ferocity. Could the raging warrior, no matter how keenly he 
perceived the line between life and death, find a way to surpass such an astonishing 


display of combat power? 

"What is the matter? Is that truly the extent of your capabilities?!" 
"It cannot be! Surpass my expectations!" 

"Even so, I shall shatter you into countless fragments!" 

"Dedicate yourself to making me even more formidable!" 

"Know this, I...[...1.... am the one and only..." 


Amidst the crimson spray of its own blood, the Locust of Ferocity erupted into 


thunderous laughter. 

...I shall claim the throne of the strongest!!!" 
...I shall claim the throne of the strongest!!!" 
...I shall claim the throne of the strongest!!!" 
...I shall claim the throne of the strongest!!!" 
...I shall claim the throne of the strongest!!!" 


Magsarion's limbs hung broken and limp, his torso twisted at an unnatural angle, and 
his skull marred by countless dents. He does not even let go of the sword from his 


hands, continuing to persevere, still standing amidst the tempest. 


"Brother..." 


In a haze of delirium, he whispered faintly at the precipice of death... 


"I can hear your heartbeat. 
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This territory, situated not far from the domain where the ferocious locusts held 
sway, maintained an unexpectedly tranquil appearance. At first glance, it seemed 
like an extraordinary miracle, but in truth, there was nothing inherently complex 
about it. The only caveat was that the two kings, perched at the forefront, paid 


absolutely no attention to Bahlavan. 
"Tell me, Sirius, do you recall your Varhran so fondly?" 


Even Kaikhosru's beautiful countenance bore a faint smile as he engaged in 
lighthearted banter. Naturally, such a calm demeanor was not shared by the 
subordinates on both sides, including his concubines, but it didn't pose any 
significant problems. As long as the hearts of the kings remained serene, this 
territory remained under their watchful guardianship. It was only natural that the 
leader's will would affect all subordinates without exception—there was nothing 


peculiar about this. 


"IT never had the chance to know him personally, so I would appreciate hearing about 
him from you, if you don't mind. What kind of man was this hero you hold in such 


high regard?" 


"Even if I were to recount everything I know about him, it would barely scratch the 
surface of his essence. Needless to say, both his skills and character defy description. 
However, if I were to name one truly remarkable aspect of him, it would be his 


perspective on life." 


"Oh?" 


Sirius responded in a somber tone, launching into an explanation of the hero's 
distinguishing qualities, while Kaikhosru eagerly prodded him on. Perhaps his 


intention was to ensure that everyone present could hear this tale. 


"Everyone around us is enthralled by the Avesta, living solely for the sake of war. 
Even when they speak of victory or peace, it's unlikely that they can truly envision 


them. I, too, was caught in that cycle until I met him." 
"But Varhran was different, wasn't he?" 


"He always pondered what would come after the war, after our victory... No, he 
contemplated the true meaning of victory itself. Perhaps his Commandment was 
taken precisely to understand this. Victory was a given for him, so he continually 
questioned its significance and value. And since he had chosen the path of ceaseless 
pursuit, it's no wonder that he saw the world through a completely different lens than 


we do." 


"Hehe, indeed, he must have been quite an amusing individual. However, I, too, 


contemplate the future, and I will have greater experience in this regard." 


Maintaining the guise of a conversation, Kaikhosru retained a sense of antagonism 


in this alliance, which only elicited a sigh from Sirius. 


"I have no intention of arguing with you. I did warn you that my opinion alone 


wouldn't suffice." 


"Well, yes. Each hegemony is unique and exclusive. Even if we can sympathize with 


one another, coexistence is impossible." 


Roxanne observed the exchange between the two kings with a malicious smile on 


her face. Their astounding ability to disregard their surroundings inspired a sense of 


sympathy for Team Quinn. They were surely confident that once a problem was 
defined, solving it would be a mere trifle. Yet, it wouldn't hurt for them to cooperate 
a little with others. Alma, trembling with impatience at Kaikhosru's side, faced an 
unenviable position. She yearned to break away and rush to her comrades’ aid. 
However, such decisive actions were currently inaccessible to her, as leaving Sirius 


unprotected by capable yazatas would be unwise. 
"It's difficult when you're unsure of what to believe and what not to. 


Whispering to herself, Roxanne tucked her blond locks behind her ear. Since her 
younger sister seemed to be struggling, it was only appropriate to share her concern. 
With such a commendable thought, Roxanne redirected her attention to the events 
unfolding outside. However, her visage still retained the innocent yet cruel smile of 


a child crushing a string of ants. 


"So, here's what I think. If someone can only explain complex matters in a way that 
renders them still complicated, they are undoubtedly a fool. Agree, right? Well, say 


it, say it!" 


Ignoring the boisterous call directed at him, Ferdows remained silent. He and 
Samluch, tasked with repeating the same hollow speech, stood guard to prevent any 
foes from infiltrating the meeting. He understood that their role was purely 
ceremonial. Sirius himself had assigned them this duty, but His Majesty likely had 
no desire to be protected, nor was there any need for it. In truth, they had simply 
been politely expelled from the meeting. Yet Ferdows followed the order, for he saw 


no futility in it. 


"By the way, something fierce seems to be transpiring on the other side. Are we 


certain we shouldn't intervene?" 


"What occurs there is none of our concern. Soon, we will have our own guests." 


"Hmm?" 


They stood at the very edge of Kaikhosru's barrier. Consequently, the battle between 
Magsarion and Bahlavan seemed oddly distant to them, its repercussions failing to 
reach their ears. However, they would inevitably have to venture outside, where they 
would assuredly be engulfed by the same tempestuous storm of bloodshed. And this 


would likely transpire imminently. 
"Alright. You're clearly a clever individual, so I trust your judgment. However... “ 


The tall Samluch stooped down, gazing intently into Ferdows's eyes. The innocent 
and pure color of her eyes, devoid of any discernible emotion, tugged at Ferdows' 


heartstrings. 
"At least tell me your name. What should I call you?" 


A lump formed in Ferdows's throat, rendering him unable to proceed. Moreover, 
what could he possibly say to her? He had already noticed peculiar changes in 
Samluch even before they arrived on this continent. After all, she had been revived 


from the brink of death, and surely, she had paid a steep price. 


Intermittent yet noticeable lapses in memory. A growing regression into infantile 
speech and behavior. Like an elderly man succumbing to progressive dementia, 
Samluch's memory is slipping away at an alarming pace. She can no longer recall 
her own name or Quinn's, or even how they first met. The days they spent together 
as comrades-in-arms, however brief, have been wiped clean from her consciousness. 
All that once existed between them has faded into oblivion. But it doesn't end with 
these isolated incidents—her memory of everyday objects and their significance is 
mercilessly vanishing. In the near future, she will transform into an insensate invalid. 


And what separates such a fate from death itself? 


"Hey, don't be so self-important. Well, tell me your name, what do you want?" 
"...A lot. You won't hear my name from me." 


He snorts deliberately, refusing outright. He believed that someone as useless as him, 


who cannot even aid her, doesn't deserve a place in her memory. 
Damn it, worthless Ferdows... 


He has no right to form bonds with those he cares about. He must accept his place 
and move on. While everything around Samluch fades into dullness, the dark, putrid 
flame within the young man burns brighter and brighter. It is a hellish inferno known 
as "self-flagellation,” threatening to consume him entirely. Perhaps it is this scent of 


sulfur and the searing heat that have lured them here. 
"Oh, look how cozy it is. Nadare certainly knows what she's doing." 


Suddenly, the air in front of them warps strangely, and a familiar voice echoes from 


the hazy landscape. 


"N-n-nothing admirable about her, you idiot, you imbecile. I will... I will end her. I 


will definitely end her. And I'll kill you too." 


Following these words, a characteristic stutter scrapes against the air, like the sound 


of sandpaper. 
"Get to work, Samluch." 
"Yeah. I don't know what's going on, but something is infuriating me to no end." 


In response, two yazatas step beyond the barrier's threshold. The intertwining hues 
of blue and crimson merge into an unyielding purple, revealing two daevas of 


exceptional rank. Yet can this truly be called a two-on-two battle? 


"What an intriguing expression you have. Trying something new after your defeat?" 


"Well, something unexpected occurred. If you truly wish to know, I can enlighten 


you. But first, let me make this clear—I don't recall ever losing to you." 
Only the right half of Taurvid's body remains, its once joyful smile frozen in place. 
"Are you... laughing?" Samluch stammers. 


"Fine, laugh all you want. I... I was genuinely caught off guard, and I'll graciously 


acknowledge it. But that won't save your life." 


"...80, just hold on a moment..." Zariched, even gloomier, reveals only its left side 


beneath the head. 


Thus, they merge together, becoming a single entity. Like conjoined twins or a long- 
forgotten god of war from ancient pagan beliefs. Within this amalgamation, 
abomination, and revulsion coexist with sublimity and beauty, epitomizing the 


world's collapse. 


In the face of this purple locust, which can only be called a threat to all living things, 


Samluch, with rounded eyes, asks an impossibly direct question. 


Living together as a cat and dog, they must face great difficulties not only in battle 
but even in the most basic locomotion. Yet, the density of their flaming power rejects 
such assumptions, rising several steps higher. Confronted with this violet locust, a 
threat to all living beings, Samluch's eyes widen as she poses an impossibly direct 


question. 


"You make me feel like you know me, but who are you, really?" Zariched is left 


speechless as Taurvid bursts into uproarious laughter. 


"Ah, you are hideous-ah-ah! What's this? Not only do you lack a face, but your mind 


is empty too?! F-you won't leave here alive-and-and!" 


"Wow-ha-ha! Excellent, excellent! This just got much more interesting!" 


Curves and straight lines merge as they take flight. Contradictory, yet equally 
destructive, a new trajectory hurtles toward Ferdows from Samluch. This moment 


serves as the signal to commence another battle, not for survival, but for death itself. 
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The Collapse of the World of Nadare was shrouded in countless enigmas. Such an 
act, capable of disrupting the cosmic harmony and altering the alignment of stars, 
defied comprehension by its very nature. The source of this extraordinary power, 


however, remained the greatest enigma of them all. 


Nadare often dismissed herself as nothing more than a fool, overshadowed by others' 
superior talents and possessing only longevity as her distinguishing feature. Yet, the 
Kings of Evil knew that her self-deprecating demeanor was merely a facade, unable 
to account for certain peculiarities that set her apart. Her personal power seemed 
infinitesimal at first glance, easily mistaken for that of an ordinary daeva, which 


contradicted her role as the harbinger of all Drujvants. 
But why was this the case? 


It was the unsettling, unnatural sensation that engulfed everyone in Nadare's 
presence, as if the very fabric of reality was unraveling, that caught the attention of 


the two-faced locust. 


"How marvelous, how courageous... I have heard much about you and longed to 


witness your presence," Nadare greeted. 


Banished from the sacred realm by Sirius, Zariched and Taurvid found themselves 


unexpectedly alongside the second King of Evil. Whether it was fortune or destiny 


that brought them together, they would choose the former without hesitation. While 
momentarily taken aback, their predisposition for battle and conquest predetermined 
their course of action. Nadare, the oldest King of Eevil—a formidable warrior who 
had once crossed paths with Bahlavan and survived. Undoubtedly, she proved to be 
a more than worthy opponent, and given their Commandment, they could not ignore 


her. 


The locusts quivered with anticipation and with a battle cry, they stormed into Angra 
Mainyu. It was during that encounter that they not only witnessed the might of the 


Collapse of the World, but also began to grasp the significance behind its name. 


"How remarkable that you managed to withstand Bahlavan's assault without being 
broken. His ill-fated fortune defies any explanation, and yet you genuinely believed 
it was within your reach. I cannot help but pay tribute to your indomitable willpower. 
As aspiring transcendent on the path to becoming the strongest, there is nothing I 


can fault you for," Nadare praised. 


Sabers of blaze howled through the air, and the spear of thirst lunged forward. 
Blocking the red-blue onslaught with their black-and-white blades, Nadare extolled 
the locusts' way of life, celebrating it as if in a jubilant ceremony. Zariched grew 


annoyed. What was it about her? Taurvid grew puzzled. 
What was happening here? 


It wasn't merely the shower of compliments that puzzled them. Many Drujvants had 
a habit of commending worthy adversaries during a teight to the death. Even if one 
of them ultimately bid farewell to life, unlike the Ashavans, they refrained from 
staunchly committing to a single side. Their respect for talent transcended 
affiliations and could be considered a virtue. In fact, both Zariched and Taurvid were 


among those who held an almost affectionate regard for formidable rivals. 


However, this led them to wonder: Nadare's behavior was somehow distinct from 


their own. 


Although they understood that she genuinely admired them, it was as if her 


admiration was "too sincere." 


"A counterfeit like me stands no chance against you. Words fail to express the depth 


of my admiration for you," Nadare confessed. 


To be frank, Nadare's fighting style seemed undeveloped, lacking finesse in her 
techniques. Yet, she didn't fit the mold of those who relied solely on instinct and 
defied established systems through sheer overpowering strength. It was evident that 
she had received training in a particular school but had fallen short of mastery. One 
could compare her to a novice knight who had squandered her time. In simple terms, 


Nadare lacked talent. 


Despite having lived for countless millennia, her skills were mediocre to the point 
of inducing yawns. The locusts' experience made it clear that she was no more than 
a minor nuisance. Yet, why were their blades and spear, which they believed to be 


unrivaled, unable to overtake her? 


With each attack, a bewildering succession of misses occurred. Nadare assumed this 
peculiar stance, humbly apologizing for her audacity. She felt both deep shame and 
overwhelming pride within her. Nothing made sense anymore. She failed to 
recognize someone as formidable as herself—her envy and praise for the genuine 


intermingled with a sense of her own superiority. 
So feeble and yet so mighty. 
So potent yet diminished. 


Her contradictions declared that she shone brilliantly from unattainable heights. The 


circumstances that had led her to this state remained obscure, but they left an utterly 


repulsive impression. With each clash of her blades and every word she uttered, it 
felt as though the very foundation of rationality crumbled beneath her feet. This 
absurdity manifested most prominently in her eyes, flickering black and white, 


encapsulating the entire essence of the dualistic universe. 


"To overcome Nadare, one must comprehend what 'everyone' truly means. It seems 
that transcendents like you are at a particular disadvantage because of my presence. 


Therefore, I shall grant you a head start," Nadare proposed. 


They are about to do something difficult to describe... Having guessed this, Zariched 
and Thaurvid try to jump. back, but they realize it too late. 
No, perhaps even if they retreated hundreds of millions of light years, it would hardly 
help them. For the invisible hand that seized them at that moment, the concept of 


inaccessibility does not exist at all. 


“All who became Nadare possessed this power, so you have nothing to be ashamed 


of. 


As a result, the bodies that they had so far maintained naturally lost their form. In 
the same way that the stars change their position, azure and scarlet are mixed into a 
single purple. Because of this fact, there can hardly be any doubt now that the 
Collapse of the world 1S some kind of power. 
Since Nadare's self-power is extremely weak for the king of evil, she cannot play 
with special rank daevas in such a rude manner. And since the Commandments 
mostly strengthen their owner , they are usually not designed to change the state of 


those around them. 


Therefore, the Collapse of the world is the exercise of a privilege. One can 
understand that she enjoys a position that gives her such a right, but who, then, is 


Nadare? 


The power of the astral spirit can be considered absolute only within the limits of its 
own body. In other words, it is essentially the same as moving the arms and legs, and 
despite the difference in scale or order, it is just a derivative of the force that is 


inherent in every living being. 


However, the collapse of Nadare's world extends to the entire universe. Why is it 


that someone who is not gifted with any talent has an almost divine privilege? 
“Do you want me to tell you more about this?” 

Zariched grinned mischievously, her captivating black and white eyes gleaming. 
"N-no need. I will kill you, and that shall be the end of it." 

Following suit, Taurvid declared his resolve, issuing a challenge. 

"Victory shall be mine. I require no further truths." 


Physically disoriented and forcibly transformed into something entirely different, 
the locusts' morale remained unyielding, fascinating Nadare as she narrowed her 
eyes. 

How enchanting, how enviable. My sincerest apologies... Alongside her own prayer, 


known only to herself, Nadare proclaimed her own oath: 


“Unlike you, I had chosen my path rather late, yet I also have a lifestyle that I adhere 
to, a lifestyle that was uniquely my own. Precisely because my path is so 


inconspicuous, I believe that I should at least fulfill the duty entrusted to me.” 


With those words, Nadare executed a mesmerizing, orchestral-like turn of her 


blades, embodying her role as the "universal king of evil." 


"May you have a happy dream. I wish for your life not to descend into farce, and 


may you transcend time itself, remaining in this world as a true radiant pattern." 


And so, the battle reached its conclusion. It was diftcicult to determine winners and 
losers in such a clash, but one thing was certain—death had become an impossibility. 
Caught in the collapse of Nadare's world, Zariched, and Taurvid, merged into a 


single form, and were expelled from the singularity. 


They were forcefully teleported from one place to another, their fate resembling a 
billiard ball careening through the vast expanse of the universe. Eventually, they 
arrived at their current location—the union of the Corpse of the Dragon Star and the 
Sacred Realm. Killers humbly bowed before Magsarion, finding themselves amidst 
the battle between Khvarenah and Bahlavan, divided into two fronts within this 


unpredictable chaos. The situation grew even more unfathomable. 


As per Nadare's plan, which she believed would lead to happiness, they would 
become one of the many lights adorning the stage. However, they cared little for this 
outcome. What mattered to them was the shame they felt from their defeat, as well 
as the surprise and joy of discovering that there were still many formidable 
opponents in the world, surpassing their imagination. Their unwavering fighting 


spirit and their Commandment to surpass all others remained their sole focus. 
"Don't bother me, you idiot," Zariched retorted. 
"You better not drag me down, bitch," Taurvid added. 


In a sense, the two were even less compatible than good and evil, yet they managed 
to merge in a harmonious way, retaining their distinct personalities and habits. They 
began to mimic each other's techniques, giving birth to diabolical deeds that were 
seemingly impossible. Their fusion took the form of a straight spiral—an 
embodiment of their unwavering belief in their own superiority. It resonated with 


their kind and multiplied their strength, defying common sense and surpassing all 


limits. It was an unstoppable force, ignoring cause and effect, transcending past and 


future. 


Without exaggeration, they could rival Bahlavan in his prime. Confronted by a 
purple telash, Samluch and Ferdows assumed a counterattack stance, issuing a battle 
cry. The impact was like a planet-shaking roar, a blast of energy. A howling blade of 
ardor clashed with Fer's swordsmanship, while Taurvid's rushing spear of thirst met 


Samluch's roundhouse kick. Their 


combined force neutralized the direct onslaught. This individualistic act defied logic, 
seemingly disregarding the usual reliance on collective strength. However, their 


power was both precise and originated from the heart of the white side. 


"IT don't know what it is, but I'm on a roll. Come on, neither fish nor meat, I'll butcher 


you now!" Samluch declared. 
"This time, I won't let you escape. I will end you here and now," Ferdows vowed. 


Samluch had lost her memories that could explain the phenomenon unfolding, while 
Ferdows no longer recognized his own dignity. Nevertheless, their understanding 
and awareness of this phenomenon were irrelevant, as the power bestowed upon 


them continued to grow. 


This was a miracle—the Divine Blade, once wielded by a hero and their companions. 
It represented the culmination of countless prayers collected over an unimaginably 
long period. Samluch and Ferdows were referred to as "vassals" by Sirius. This 
suggested that the holy king understood the true nature of this energy, and it was 


likely the reason why he instructed them to confront the locusts. 


Sirius was confident in their ability, yet he showed no reverence for their vassal 
status, willing to crush them if necessary. Although the answer to this remained 


elusive, the source of this emanation could be deduced. 


Quinn stood at the center of this miracle. 


The mysterious force that temporarily stunned Mashyana in the Sky Burial Sphere 
shared the same essence as Samluch and Ferdows' surging energy. Considering the 


chronology of events, it was not difficult to guess its origin. 


Having confronted her father face to face and traversed the Annihilation Star Cluster, 


Quinn was closer than ever to her own truth. 


She retraced her steps, returning to the state she was in before creating the Workshop 
of Annihilation. The catalyst for this change was the deadly duel with Frederica on 


the Corpse of the Dragon Star. 


The vessel known as "Quinn," which had taken form in the hands of the King of 


Evil, was ruthlessly shattered. 


Additionally, the bloodline connection between Frederica and Quinn's past life 


further contributed to this transformation. 
Now, the layers of Quinn's exterior were beginning to peel away. 


The amplification of Samluch and Ferdows served as a clear manifestation of this 
change, and the growing power of the miracle mirrored a countdown. Yet, in the 


midst of the ongoing battle, these details went unnoticed and unimportant. 
"How amusing. Simply pulverizing you would be too dull.” 
"It seems Bahlavan is here too. Once I tear you apart, I'll finally take his head." 


The two opposing forces propelled each other to unprecedented heights. This battle 
was a bloody clash, increasingly shocking and furious, defying reason and logic. It 


was a display of relentless ferocity, escalating beyond imagination. 
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Amidst the eruption of countless sparks, Nadare observes from within the 
singularity. Although she lacks clairvoyance, there is something akin to it that she 
experiences in those fleeting moments when the world collapses or the gates of the 
abyss open. Strictly speaking, without any known details or visual input, one cannot 
say that she "sees" anything. Yet, she senses certain changes—an intuition or a form 


of flair. 


This ability is incredibly limited, vague, inconspicuous, and somewhat dubious. 
However, Nadare takes immense pride in it, considering it more valuable than all 
her other abilities. Indeed, this talent is unique. It is not a power or a Commandment. 
Ina world where individuals gain boundless possibilities through various constraints 
and obligations, there is no attribute scarcer and more extraordinary than pure, 


untouched potential. 


Even those blessed with innate talent often seek divine intervention for victory, 
making constant improvement a natural course of action. Thus, the simplicity that 
can genuinely be called one's own strength is practically non-existent in this 


universe. Nadare's sixth sense, however, stands as one of the few exceptions. 


She did not acquire it immediately, and her present destiny has no connection to it. 


It is unquestionably not a result of her extraordinary personal prowess. 
But then, what is it? 


This concept that defies the established order of the universe, Nadare refers to as 


"immutability." 


"Something that should never be forgotten. Memories of shame... a whirlwind of 


regrets. In a world where everything changes and fades, I wish to remember 


‘everyone.’ I desire to engrave in my heart the radiance of all those destined to 


change, in an unchanging form," Nadare muses. 
"It is my duty," she whispers, the oldest of the Kings of Evil. 


As if ina solitary prayer, she speaks to herself, sensing the intricate pattern of chaos 


unfolds. 


"I aim to be the final Nadare. Do your best, my love. I know you are capable of more 
than this. The war between the Drujvants and Ashavans, instigated by Nadare's past, 
was far more bitter. I am certain she did it because she shared my sentiments. She 
did not want to witness a repeat, yet she couldn't resist the allure of returning... What 


a paradox." 


With a guilt-ridden smirk, Nadare's instinct detects the presence of another. She 


blinks her black-and-white eyes, bursting into a joyous, silent laughter. 
"Ah, look, would you like to join as well?" she asks unexpectedly. 
"Though unexpected, I welcome it. Show me your best and embellish my plea." 


To the new guest, who leaps onto the stage, Nadare extends sincere words of 


encouragement. 


OOOO 


Contemplating my greatest advantage, I pondered on the unique qualities bestowed 
upon me, setting me apart from my adversaries. It mattered little if this advantage 
couldn't be classified as my forte; what truly mattered was that it could become my 


most formidable weapon. 


To illustrate this point, even something as mundane as being inept at cooking could 


create a divergence between me and others, presenting an opportunity for a decisive 


blow. The crux lay in the method and timing of its application—the key secret to 


success in combat was seizing these moments flawlessly. 


I was willing to do whatever it took, regardless of the consequences or how unsightly 
it appeared. The risks involved were a secondary concern, merely occupying the 
tenth or twentieth spot on my list of priorities. I fought on, bearing scars as evidence 
of my indomitable spirit—a spirit that neither made me invincible nor allowed me 


to forget. I thanked my opponents for showcasing their unwavering willpower. 

Or so I believed. 

Now, however, questions filled my mind. 

What were my strengths and weaknesses? What were my likes and dislikes? 

Who, in essence, was I? 

Did the person standing before me truly represent my true self? 

I didn't know. 

It was all slipping away... 

Ever since arriving here, it felt as if I was rapidly losing everything that defined me. 


Consequently, my thoughts remained scattered, and I couldn't devise any specific 


tactics. 


"What's the matter?" I sneered, concealing the turmoil within me. "Are you sulking 


about your lonely existence, since nobody wants to engage with you?" 
"Shut up, as if you're the life of the party!" 


Yet, the battle raged on. My attacks seemed increasingly monotonous, and my 
fighting style grew clumsier. On the other hand, my brute strength continued to 


amplify. The enemy lacked imagination too. From our first clash, the unremarkable 


woman before me relied solely on direct, straightforward attacks. True, she 
possessed no extraordinary powers either. As a result, neither of us had a distinct 
advantage, reducing the confrontation to a petty brawl reminiscent of children. This 
meant we were both preoccupied. I needed to identify the difference between us and 


exploit it, but I no longer even comprehended my own identity. 


The recent exchange of provocations vaguely triggered a sense of familiarity, yet the 


void in my memory deepened... 


"It's not just about the armor, is it?" I remarked, catching a glimpse of my own 
strength. Heh heh heh... Have you fallen for me so deeply that you've resorted to 


plagiarism? Shameless and ugly." 
"But who... would ever imitate you?!" 


Her words pierced me to the core, prompting a surge of anger that made me want to 
claw at my own heart. I despised the notion of being considered similar, of being 


regarded as kindred spirits—I vehemently rejected that notion. 
"I am not like that. I have never been like this!" 


To whom did these feelings truly belong? The somber woman rambling 
nonsensically held no importance to me now. There was someone else, someone 
whose face and name eluded my memory, but whom I couldn't purge from my 
thoughts. I remembered how he taunted me for despising someone so similar to 
myself. It seemed that this person, through their actions rather than words, hinted at 


this truth. 
What did I truly think of it back then? 


Perhaps, in some part, I even acknowledged it. 


We were both crude and stubborn individuals, ill-suited for deceitful tactics—we 
were simply incapable of such artifice. Instead, we relied on our fists to strike those 
we disliked, even if it meant tearing pieces of ourselves apart in the process. When 
we first met, I was astonished by his ability to swiftly defeat a formidable foe, and a 
strange warmth overwhelmed me. I didn't like him, yet I began to perceive him as a 
stronger version of myself. And when his recklessness surpassed my wildest 
expectations, for some reason, anger surged within me, an anger I couldn't bear... I 
won't claim that he betrayed me. I was merely too naive, for he had been true to 


himself from the very beginning, while I had been the fool. 


But... that no longer mattered! A fiery red aura blazed brighter, wrapping around my 
withdrawn fist, granting me tremendous strength in exchange for all that I had lost. 


I shouted: 
"I don't recognize him. When this is all over... I will settle the score with him!" 


The clash of another collision seemed like a distant echo. Yes, he appeared so far 
away now. I acutely realized that the one whose path had seemed a natural 
continuation of my own was, in fact, something indeterminate. The better I 
understood him, the more grotesque and sinister he seemed, yet I also saw a 
brightness within him. It became increasingly difficult to discern which of us was 


right. 


Hence, it no longer mattered whether someone would intervene or save us. Sermons 
held no sway and pondering the concepts of good and evil seemed like an exercise 
in futility, a waste of precious time. Within the ethereal, translucent realm, a single 


desire burned fiercely in my chest. 
"Allow me to strike you with all my might." 


"T want to defeat him." 


That was the driving force that sustained me. It was the one thing I must never forget. 
I vowed to hold onto it, no matter what transpired and continued to charge forward 
relentlessly. Looking only ahead, I sought to witness that wretched man writhing in 


pain. 


"I will show him how much stronger I am, yet I will remain true to myself, even 


under his conditions. Otherwise, how will he ever understand, huh?" 
"Y-You speak nonsense..." 


Needless to say, my enemy couldn't comprehend the oath that seemed like gibberish. 
However, there was one who listened intently and understood it clearly. Another 
manifestation of Melek Tawus, born from Mashyag, this "he" obeyed the rules of 
duality while possessing a character both similar to and different from his elder 
sister. Functionally, both brother and sister served as generators of their own power, 


but they relied on different sources of fuel. 


While the sister fed on emotions, the brother thrived on memories. Both could reduce 
their wielders to mere husks in exchange for temporary strength. Yet, it was evident 
that the brother's power was far more fearsome. This was because memories couldn't 
flow endlessly from one's thoughts. Memory was finite, and since it formed the basis 
of all emotions, suppressing it could deprive the bearer of a chance—a chance to 


overcome. 


In essence, the sister was an insatiable glutton beyond control, while the brother 
exhibited a more rational and refined taste. Until now, he had meticulously executed 


a plan set in motion since his birth. But now, a change was underway in that plan 


But I noticed you were ignoring me. How sassy," Samluch scoffed. Melek Tawus 


came to an abrupt halt, freezing like a malfunctioning machine. 


Following suit, Samluch also froze, her body heavily reliant on the armor, leaving 
little room for evasion. Beside her stood a young man whose identity remained a 
mystery, his face draining of color. As time distorted, everything slowed to a surreal 


pace, and the scarlet spear and blue blades traced a vivid purple spiral. 
"Taurvi Asto-visat." 
"Zarich Asto-visat." 


The destructive technique approached them simultaneously from both sides. The 
momentary pause caused by an unforeseen misfire was no more than a fleeting 
instant, yet it held the power to determine life and death. Retaliation was out of the 
question, and evading the attack, even with every nerve in their bodies strained, 
seemed near impossible. Even if they managed to avoid a fatal blow, they would be 


left unable to continue the battle, leaving them with only one option. 


They had to choose a glorious death, to take their opponents down with them to the 
grave. Samluch and Ferdows, having made the same choice, prepared to strike back 
after weathering the onslaught, when another unexpected event unfolded before 


them. 
A gust of wind swept through, wedging itself between the combatants, emanating a 


powerful spiritual presence that vaguely resembled the recent fluttering of Vohu 


Mana's silver wings. 
"Refrain from going on a rampage, my lord. Let us retreat!" 


Thanks to the mysterious wind, Samluch and Ferdows managed to dodge the attack. 
Rather, they were forcefully propelled backward, but the outcome played into their 
hands. Taken aback by the sudden turn of events, they looked up to find a small 


figure in their previous location. 


"Heh heh heh, the day has finally come." 


Thirteen years of working as a nanny would stress anyone out, s... Ah, ah, ah-ah- 
choo! The girl grumbled and sneezed with all her might, creating a cloud of dust that 


seemed detached from the mortal world. 


At first glance, she appeared no older than ten, yet there was an odd mixture of youth 
and mature demeanor about her, coupled with beastly habits that rendered 
conversation futile. And what was with the hair that twitched on its own? 
Resembling the ears or wings of a bird, perhaps even a dog's tail? Could she have 
summoned the wind that blew just now? The mysterious girl turned toward Samluch 
and Ferdows, raising her middle and index fingers near her eye, and introduced 


herself with enthusiasm. 


"Ashozushta is here, so you can rest assured, my lord. You'll see, I'll exceed all 


expectations, sir!" 


"...No, no, but who are you?" 


Even if Samluch hadn't lost her memories, she would have asked the same question. 
It was their first meeting, evident from Ferdows' skeptical gaze. However, the voice 


recognizing familiarity came from an unexpected source. 


"Are you still alive? What memories! It's been five hundred years since we last saw 


each other, and I haven't forgotten.” 


Both locusts expressed surprise, yet a fiery flame of hostility burned brightly within 
their hearts, hinting at their shared history. And indeed, the girl, with a dismissive 


glance, retorted: 


"Ah, Grumpy and Duryndid, I believe? Pardon me, I'm not very good at 
remembering those weaker than myself, sir. Especially when they resemble some 


kind of joke heroes. And what do you think you are?" 


Such a casually delivered, yet cutting, response caused Taurvid to clutch his 


stomach, while Zariched howled, tugging at her hair. 
"Ha ha ha ha, I'm glad you haven't changed!" 
"Ah, you little brat! I'll pluck and roast you!" 


Simultaneously, an inexhaustible surge of self-igniting force threatened to consume 
the very heavens. The respite granted by the girl's interference had come to an end, 


marking the beginning of the second round. 
"Hey, you kids. Lift your jaws off the ground and lend a hand, sir." 


Sporting an air of arrogance that belied her appearance, she began issuing 


instructions to Samluch and Ferdows, who were still trying to grasp the situation. 
"By the way, where did Quinn go?" 


Ashozushta, the Celestial Spirit of the Sky Burial Sphere, joined the battle. 


Chapter 12: To Become Immutable 
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"We must address the immediate threat at hand, sir," Ashozushta declared, her voice 


carrying a resolute tone. 


With a swift motion, she turned on the spot, causing the wind to dance around him. 


The gusts grew denser, taking on a tangible form. 


"And it seems you've taken on quite the convenient challenge for yourself, like 


crickets on fire, sir," she added, a sly smile playing on her lips. 


The wind materialized into a winged rod, resembling a toy at first glance, but the 
power it exuded was unmistakable. Even Ashozushta's allies couldn't help but 


become alert in the presence of such evident strength. 


However, when the gem at the tip of the wand shimmered, it produced nothing more 


than a frivolous beeping sound, leading to an awkward silence. 


"...What? What the hell is this joke?" Samluch exclaimed in confusion and anger as 


she involuntarily stepped closer. 


The actions of Ashozushta seemed utterly meaningless to her, and she had expected 


much more. Yet, there were those who saw the significance. 


"Damn, what a mess..." cursed Zariched's face twisted with frustration as she lunged 
at Ashozushta, followed closely by Taurvid, who shared her body. Samluch and 


Ferdows, still trying to grasp the situation, suddenly heard a sharp command. 
"Don't let your guard down, scatter!" 


Ashozushta's noble spirit summoned a new whirlwind, lifting Samluch and Ferdows 


into the air. Ashozushta soared up after them, wearing a wide grin. 
"They won't be able to find us anymore, sir," she assured them. 


One glance revealed that Zariched and Taurvid were genuinely unable to see them. 
The two heads looked around in annoyance, shouting, "Where are you?" and "Come 


out!" 


It was more than just strange. It was unfathomable how bloodthirsty locusts could 
lose sight of their prey so easily, and yet Samluch and Ferdows made no effort to 
hide. But then, what was the purpose of it all? Realizing this, Ferdows turned to 


Ashozushta and posed a question that bordered on a statement. 
"Have we become invisible?" 


"From their perspective, yes. My Commandment and power have concealed our 


presence, sir." 


"Power... So you're a Star Spirit?" Ferdows inquired. 


"Yes, but a bit inexperienced, sir," Ashozushta responded, her voice carrying a hint 


of modesty, yet also pride. 


It was evident that she often lacked seriousness, but the incredible power at her 
disposal left no room for doubt. Until now, their stealth had only been effective 
through mutual agreement, requiring complete trust between both parties. Given that 
Commandments tended to reinforce one's own abilities, this limitation was natural. 
However, now that Ashozushta had become a Star Spirit, her powers had expanded 
significantly. In the Sky Burial Sphere, there would be no barriers for her, and even 
in a foreign land, making eye contact with an ashavan would be sufficient to 


forcefully employ stealth. 


Moreover, the masking effect itself had become much stronger. There was no 


denying that having such an ally was capable of confronting locusts on equal footing. 


"Quinn mentioned that they both swore an oath not to attack without mutual 


awareness, sir," 


"So, by doing this, we practically nullified one of their Commandments?" The 
invisibility of their opponents rendered Hazah Ruma ineffective. Ashozushta had 


effectively neutralized the locusts’ perpetually moving crown, albeit unintentionally. 


"Oh, I might not fully understand, but it pleases me nonetheless. So now we can 


simply pummel them without fear of retaliation?" Samluch asked with a hint of hope. 
"...No, it's not that simple," Ferdows interjected, his gaze filled with tension. 


Unlike Samluch, he still retained memories of their previous encounter. The same 
held true for Ashozushta, as the sworn enemy of the locusts, who had not forgotten 


the true Commandments of Zariched and Taurvid. 


"As always, only rife deception and cunning. Far from the allure of true battle," 


Ferdows remarked, his voice tinged with disappointment. 


"The main thing is not to die, and your path to victory need not be glamorous. You 
need not fear as long as your journey to triumph lacks charm," Ashozushta replied, 


her voice laced with humility, yet unwavering determination. 


One gritted his teeth, while the other couldn't help but chuckle, albeit filled with 
regret. Nevertheless, both tightened their grip on their weapons, their spear and blade 
radiating a furious flame of their inherent power. In a moment of urgency, Ferdows 


sensed the impending danger and let out a short cry. 
"Hey, throw them up!" 
"I know!" Samluch responded swiftly. 


It could be said that they managed to react just in the nick of time. Zariched and 
Taurvid extended their arms like wings, unleashing their devilish technique upon the 
surroundings. Without Hazah Ruma, their strikes were aimless, raining down with 
the fiery blade and the thirsting spear. Had Ashozushta's wind not lifted Samluch 
and Ferdows into the air, they would surely have been caught in the attack. Although 
the meeting place was guarded by Sirius and Kaikhosru, even the strongest locust 
assault would have been repelled. However, Ferdows realized that more than half of 


those present were their enemies. He couldn't simply ignore the situation. 


While he was reluctant to endanger Alma or the lords, his instincts guided him. He 
understood that provoking Kaikhosru and Sirius at this moment would be unwise. It 
wasn't a logical decision but an intuitive one, warning him of potential irreparable 
consequences. The Avesta was no longer an undisputable truth, and the definitions 


of good and evil were mired in chaos. 


Ferdows, having lost faith in himself, could no longer embody the pride of a yazata 
or his unwavering sense of justice. Yet, intuitively, he knew that this was the 
boundary he must defend. He realized that sooner or later, he would have to confront 
the hegemons and their ambitions. But, at least for now... Frankly, he had no room 
for mistakes. The situation had already become unpredictable, and he couldn't afford 
to act recklessly. It wasn't clear whether his decision was correct, but it demanded a 


heavy price. 


"Ghhhh!" Ferdows grunted in pain as the blade of ardor grazed his leg, leaving a 


gash in its wake. 
With the passing of the moon, healing such a wound quickly would be impossible. 
"Are you alright, Ferdows?" Samluch inquired, concern lacing her voice. 


"Shut up! There's nothing to worry about!" Ferdows replied, his angry retort masking 


the internal turmoil he felt. 


Much of this angry response is addressed to him. Ashozushta and Samluch managed 
to evade, and only Ferdous was wounded. 
It was astounding how untalented he appeared, almost laughable. The way he 
suffered due to his own pride was unforgivable, outrageous, and unbearable. The 
darkness of regret emerged within him, enhancing the anguish coursing through his 
body and staining his soul. The pain and bloodshed honed his desperate blade, 
sharpening it further. 


"Ah, there you are! I can smell the blood!" Taurvid exclaimed triumphantly. 


Even though the strike missed its intended mark, even a mere scratch was enough 
for Taurvid to determine Ferdows's location. The azure blade, grinning like a 
crescent moon, traced a destructive arc in the air. However, due to a slight 


miscalculation, Ferdows managed to dodge the attack at the last moment. Yet, the 


weakening of his disguise meant he had to defend himself. Understanding the 


situation, Ashozushta proposed a plan. 
"We attack from Zariched's blind spot. Any objections?" 
"None. This woman's strikes are rather random," Ferdows replied. 


At present, the locusts' attacks could only be described as uncontrolled. However, it 
was evident that Taurvid posed a greater threat due to his Commandment. It's all 
because of his Commandment. Both of them are forced to combine conflicting 
Commandments by force of themselves, but Zairi is much closer to Khazakh Rum. 
This means that her chances of hitting a target that she cannot see are utterly small. 
Prior to this, the sudden intervention had only weakened the blades of ardor, but the 


spear of thirst could not touch a third party at all. 


Although their battles from before might not be indicative of their current combined 
state after Nadare's world had collapsed, it was unlikely the spear would miss its 
mark entirely. Yet, it was true that Zariched's strikes were somewhat random. 
Therefore, the logical choice was to attack from their blind spot. The problem was 
that the enemy had access to the same common sense. The Locusts of Ferocity were 
seasoned veterans, having fought numerous battles. Monsters of war, sworn to 
exterminate all life, it was only natural for them to anticipate such tactics. In a sense, 
Samluch and Ferdows were rushing into the beast's lair, with no other viable option 


before them. 


The anticipation hung heavy in the air as Samluch and Ferdows prepared for the 
crucial battle ahead. It was clear to Samluch that their survival hinged on their unity 
and unwavering support for each other. With a solemn tone, she leaned closer to 


Ferdows and spoke in a whisper: 


I'm forgetting...losing parts of myself with each passing moment. Soon, I won't even 
know which way is up or down," Samluch confessed, her voice filled with a sense 


of resignation. 


"Will you forget this conversation too?" Ferdows asked, his voice tinged with 


concern. 


"Probably...no, deteinitely. So be aware that I might act contrary to our strategy when 
that happens. And there's something else I don't quite understand myself." Samluch's 


words revealed the internal struggle she faced, the fear of losing herself completely. 


A calm yet assertive voice echoes across the sky of the battlefield. Without taking 


his eyes off the waiting locusts, Samluch clenches her fists and confesses: 


“A couple of minutes ago, I suddenly stopped moving. Now, as you can see, I'm fine, 
but I don't know what awaits me in a second, and I have no idea when it will happen 
again. So when the moment comes, it’s better to leave me right away ... Or better, 


take advantage of this. 


Nobody answers. Before her determination, empty attempts to cheer up are simply 
inappropriate. 
Soon she will suddenly make a fatal mistake. Therefore, Samluch says that it should 


be turned into a chance. Defeat the enemy as soon as they kill her. 


Ferdows listened attentively, understanding the weight of her words. He knew that 
Samluch's sudden loss of control could lead to a fatal mistake. However, he saw an 


opportunity in this dire situation. 


"Alright," Ferdows replied calmly yet assertively. He stared into Samluch's eyes, his 


face pale and his gaze filled with determination. 


"When that moment comes, I'll leave you, or better yet, take advantage of it." 


There was no response from Samluch, but her resolve spoke volumes. Empty words 
of encouragement seemed out of place in the face of such determination. She was 


willing to sacrifice herself to give Ferdows a chance to defeat the enemy. 
"Ferdows, can you really finish them off?" Samluch asked, seeking reassurance. 


"Yes, they cannot survive. I will make sure of it," Ferdows replied with conviction. 
Despite the doubt and uncertainty that plagued him, he believed in his ability to 


prevail. 

"T will kill them without fail, you'll see." 

"Then I trust you," Samluch said, a glimmer of hope in her eyes. 
"And if all goes well, maybe you can marry me." 


The phrase she spoke was familiar, evoking a sense of nostalgia and warmth in 
Ferdows. He felt tears welling up in his eyes, knowing that only he remembered the 


significance of those words in this moment. 

"I... hate big women," Ferdows choked out, his voice trembling. 
"There's no denying that," Samluch replied, a hint of a smile on her lips. 
"Maybe in ten years, you'll like one." 


"You're talking about your own death, yet you're worried about me?" Ferdows 


questioned, a mix of disbelief and admiration in his voice. 


The exchange between them felt bittersweet, their words carrying a weight of 
finality. Samluch had accepted her fate, and Ferdows knew he couldn't protect her. 
But they clung to this moment, cherishing their last conversation as they prepared to 


face the impending battle. 


"Very well. But I don't want Quinn to be angry with me later, so I'll do everything I 


can, sir," Ashozushta sighed, her voice filled with resignation. 


"And how long are you going to keep us waiting? Don't tell me you were thinking 
of running away!" Ashozushta's calm yet commanding voice cut through the 


battlefield, bringing their attention back to the present. 


"Don't disappoint me. Fight with all your might and prove your worth as the 


strongest!" she exclaimed. 


The clash resumed with a ferocity that matched the intensity of their determination. 
Samluch, Ferdows, and Ashozushta dodged the onslaught of attacks, their 
movements coordinated and synchronized. Each of them focused on their respective 
roles, knowing that their success relied on perfect execution. As Ferdows stepped 
back, preparing for a decisive strike, Samluch moved forward, ready to become the 
bait. Ashozushta positioned himself between them, providing support and raising his 


winged rod towards the sky. 


"I'm still not fully accustomed to this technique, sir, so controlling it is challenging," 


Ashozushta admitted with a hint of uncertainty. 


Having recently become a Star Spirit, Ashozushta was still grappling with the 
newfound power that surged within her. While she had faith in his abilities, she knew 
that any misstep could lead to dire consequences. However, Samluch and Ferdows 
relied on her, and he was determined to help them with all his heart. Not as an 


ashavan, but as a comrade-in-arms bound by a deep connection. 


"Sir, let me show you everything I'm capable of!" Ashozushta declared, her voice 


filled with determination. 


The swirling wind enveloped them, and the blessings bestowed upon Samluch began 
to yield astonishing results. The gift of flight was surpassed by a new power, granting 
her lightning-fast mobility that approached the speed of light. Samluch found herself 


hitting Zariched with a devastating blow before she could even blink. The force 


behind her strikes was unparalleled, aided by the armor's strength, the aura of mortal 
wounds, and the energy of acceleration. Zariched's self-power protection shattered, 


leaving her vulnerable to the relentless onslaught of Samluch's blows. 


It was a display of power and speed that even the seasoned Locusts of Ferocity 
struggled to withstand. Zariched, in her state of disbelief, managed to utter words of 
admiration amidst the pain. But Samluch wasn't done yet. She continued her barrage 


of attacks, each strike hitting. 


with precision and unrelenting force. The combination of her invisible presence and 


unmatched speed left the locusts with no chance to counter. 


"I...1t hurts, but it's amusing. You're strong," Zariched admitted, a mixture of pain 


and pleasure evident in her voice. 


For those who claim to be the strongest, the word "impossible" serves as a detonator 
that makes them go beyond. And since the transcendents of ferocity are getting closer 
to victory, the more deplorable their situation is, both her further actions and her 


further words are obvious. 
“B-but... I’m stronger!” 


If no sense organs can sense the enemy, make a new sense that will allow you to find 
it. It doesn't matter how it works or is called. Don't care what it costs and so on. 
I can do it. I can do it. Because I am strong. Since I stand above everyone in the 
world, it is natural that I see everything - Zariched is sure of this to the point of 


fanaticism. 


The scarlet power of itself bursts out like a fountain. Unlimited self-confidence 
overcomes even the sixth sense, and an indescribable sensation shows her the figure 


of Samluch. 


Die-and-and! 


"Don't forget about me too!" 


Ashozushta revents her from hitting. Hanging in the air above both, she raises the 
wand above her head and brings it down with all her might. 
A kind of wind hammer capable of smashing an entire castle. All the air currents of 
the Sky Burial Zone gather together and neutralize the destructive attack of Zariched, 


who falls to the ground with a furious cry. 
However, we must not forget about the second locust. 
“T don’t want to play with you, I’m bored. 


Although he is forced to fly towards the ground with his partner, Taurvid still draws 
a spiral with his blade. He is already capable of hitting those whom he does not feel, 
and therefore calculating the position of the enemy from the angle of the blocked 
reception does not pose any _~ special problems’ ffor him. 
As a result, Ashozushtu is covered with the ardor of a flashing blade. A bloody bud 


opens in the air, and a small silhouette of a girl also falls down screaming. 

- Hey, are you alive? 
- “S-somehow I’m holding on for now.” 

The young Star Spirit grins bravely in Samluch's hands. It seems that she managed 


to avoid a mortal wound, however, this does not cease to be serious, and because of 


the powerful force that accompanied the blow, Haoma has difficulty acting. 
"They're not that weak after all." We won't do this a hundred times in a row. 


As Samluch looks down, Ashozushta follows her gaze and nods. Locusts are already 
standing on the ground and looking at them, and their wounds have disappeared 


without the slightest trace. It remains to be once again convinced that nothing can 


be compared with the high-ranking Drudjvants. Even if a miracle remains on the 


side of Samluch, if the battle continues in a similar way, the winner is obvious. 
- But you need to somehow endure in order to give a chance to the small one. 


Behind them, with his hand on the hilt and eyes closed, remains Ferdous. It remains 
to be hoped that when he opens his eyes and draws his sword from its scabbard, the 


enemy really will not survive this. 


- “Magsarion is obviously not chilling there either, so we have no choice, sir. 


- Magsarion? 


A strange warmth enveloped Samluch, as the spoken name echoed in her mind. It 
was a name she had never heard before, yet she felt a deep connection to it, as if 
something important was tied to that name, something she couldn't forget. From her 
vantage point high above, Samluch could easily spot the person mentioned by 


Ashozushta. 


A figure clad in black armor, his body stained with blood. Despite the distance that 
separated them, he continued to sprint relentlessly across the desolate, scorched 
wasteland. Her gaze fixated on his back, unable to tear away. It was a vow she made, 
a promise never to avert her eyes, and even though she couldn't recall the exact 
circumstances of that pledge, she knew deep within her being that it was something 


she could never forget. 
"Here they come again, launching their attack," Ashozushta remarked. 


"Yeah, we won't back down," Samluch replied, her consciousness still focused on 


the distant figure of Magsarion. 


In the face of the approaching Locusts of Ferocity, Samluch remained resolute, her 


attention firmly fixed on Magsarion's back. By all rational standards, this was a 


suicidal decision, one that would divert her focus from the immediate threat. But she 


believed that it was the right choice, undeterred by the potential consequences. 


"I won't give up. Not just for you." Samluch whispered, knowing that by keeping 
her thoughts anchored to Magsarion, she would ultimately achieve her most 


important victory. 


2 
He had fought even before his existence came into being. 


Those distant times were now lost in the annals of forgotten memories. Back then, 
devoid of reason, he couldn't recollect or erase what transpired. It was in the perfect 
universe known as the womb, a paradise that served as a singular cradle, where his 


battle persisted. Who his opponent was remained a mystery to him. 


At that time, he lacked the ability to discern himself from others, and the concept of 
"others" eluded his understanding. Yet, they existed. Someone undeniably existed. 
The moment he recognized something hostile, vying for supremacy in this world, 
his transcendent pilgrimage commenced. Objectively speaking, one could argue that 


even before his conception, he had vanquished his own kind. 
"IT will achieve the goal." 
"Only I will become myself." 


Though every living being engages in a struggle against countless versions of 


themselves, he owed his uniqueness to conquering the throne of the strongest. 
"T alone live in this world..." 


That initial triumph bestowed upon him dreams and pride, shaping the trajectory of 


his entire existence. As soon as self-awareness dawned upon him, he broke free from 


his mother's womb, devouring it. Merely four minutes after birth, he obliterated his 


father, the leader of the Drujvants, and his entourage. 


Conteidence in his own might became his life's calling, propelling him forward on 
his chosen path without a moment's pause. He felt no dissatisfaction, no doubts. 
Regret, introspection, and compromise was foreign to him, reserved for the weak. 
As long as his strength remained unrivaled, he could live and kill without a shred of 


uncertainty. 


Bahlavan, the Ferocity Locust, had fought more than any other being since the 
creation of the world. His wealth of combat experience surpassed all others, standing 
firmly at the pinnacle. His wanderings eclipsed even the most gruesome massacres, 
earning him the title of the god of battle. He sat upon a mountain of victories and 
corpses heaped by his own hands; an ecstasy engraved deep within his soul that the 


uninitiated could never fathom. 


The first war, where he proved his superiority over the entire world and came into 
his own, remained etched in his memory. Despite lacking reason at the time, it was 
an event he remembered. It birthed an indescribable satisfaction, an ebb and flow of 
delight and awe that sent shivers down his spine. This indicated that it was his most 


exhilarating and arduous battle. 


In terms of sheer skill or strength, it may not have been his most prolonged or 
retcined engagement. Yet, such facts held no relevance for him; he knew of no other 
battle that could rival its perfection. His adversaries were identical to him in every 
aspect, making it natural that none held an advantage. Emerging victorious, 
Bahlavan became the embodiment of surpassing limits. In the depths of his 


consciousness, a prayer silently kindled, yearning to experience it again. 


They say it's lonely at the top. 


At the end of the path, there would be nothing left. Such desires were dismissed as 


senseless madness. This common sense became Bahlavan's adversary. 
How could they know? 


They had never stood as the strongest, so how could they pass off their conjectures 


as indisputable truths? 
He disagreed, comprehending not a single word. Let his fists speak, let him attack. 


"I know it all. I emerged triumphant in the primordial championship, a world where 
no one but me existed. I fought millions, billions of myself and emerged victorious. 


That is why I stand here now." 


Hence, there was no need to fear loneliness. This confidence became his 
Commandment, a Commandment to shatter even the void itself. To forever engage 
in that sweetest of wars, transcending his past without limits. To battle countless 
versions of himself in the boundless and infinite expanse, relentlessly surpassing his 


own boundaries. 


This, he believed, was the essence of being the true and unrivaled strongest. The 
summit remained unattainable because it eternally rose higher. He refused to heed 
those who, with an air of omniscience, claimed the world would end alone, content 
in their despair. Whoever stood in his way, he would not falter. For he was stronger. 
Regardless of their attempts to dissuade him, he would not yield. Because he 


mattered. 


If they wished to challenge his ferocity, they should enchant him with a lifestyle that 
surpassed even his own strength. Only then would he acknowledge them. Otherwise, 
they were inconsequential. Thus, Bahlavan reached his present position. These 
unconscious convictions remained deeply ingrained within him, rarely spoken of, as 


they shaped the foundation of his being, an irrefutable truth. The joy of his first battle 


with himself became his greatest asset, surpassing all else in excitement. He 
understood that this was the essence of being the strongest, and the desire to 
experience it once again permeated his very being. Perhaps, in truth, all he saw was 


himself. 


"I am stronger than everyone, and thus, my opponent should be me. I will not settle 


for anything less than myself. Become me." 


That his true Commandment only emerged when facing those he felt a kinship with 
was evidence of his inability to recognize the differences between himself and 
others. From the very beginning, Bahlavan yearned for a battlefield of one, desiring 


to exterminate all life in the universe. 


"I wish to recreate that battle as soon as possible. Thus, nothing but me is needed in 


this universe. Vanish without a trace." 


A universe filled with himself was his transcendent ideal, the path he strove towards. 
Having slain his copies and once again left alone, Bahlavan coldly surveyed the 
black knight prostrated at his feet. He couldn't help but feel a tinge of regret, as if he 
had expected more from him. The opponent had come remarkably close yet failed 
to become one with him. Such an expectation was absurd, and this trace of sorrow 


seemed entirely out of place. 


"I won't say I'm disappointed. Through you, I felt a glimpse of something elusive. 
Though you turned out to be nothing more than temporary entertainment... Yes, I 


enjoyed it. 


As his fervor waned, Bahlavan instinctively retreated into the depths of his soul, 
concealing his own truths. It was an unconscious habit, a door that would remain 


shut until he eliminated all others. However, this time, the door creaked loudly. It 


should have closed already, yet it strained and faltered, as if an external force 


prevented its closure. 


A sensation he had never experienced before, akin to irritation, welled up within 


Bahlavan, almost against his will. 
"Tell me, why are you laughing?" 


A voice, dry but distinct, reached his ears, and Bahlavan couldn't believe what he 
heard. Magsarion, whom he thought he had irrevocably destroyed, laughed, lying 


prone on the ground. 
"What's so funny?" 


The black knight's gaze turned skyward, his voice echoing with darkness and 
heaviness, as though pulling him into the depths of an abyss. Oddly enough, that 
wasn't the greatest enigma. Bahlavan was certain he had killed Magsarion. No, he 
had unquestionably slain him, never having erred in his judgments before. This 
mistake, almost childlike in nature, was absurd. The door should have closed by 
now. Yet, it groaned, bending and wobbling, obstructed by an external presence. It 
aroused a sensation within Bahlavan, akin to irritation, a feeling that was entirely 


foreign to him. 

"Why are you laughing?" 

The answer came, but what did it signify? 
"Magsarion." 


Upon hearing the same dry, yet distinct voice, Bahlavan's entire body tensed. It was 
a response that defied conventional conversation yet represented a profound mutual 


understanding. At first, Magsarion knew naught but rejection and bloodlust, and 


speaking of himself, even in a distorted manner, was entirely uncharacteristic. It was 
as if he declared that his answer would become a blade, slicing the enemy to pieces. 


"Forgot that you asked me to name myself? Or perhaps you didn't hear me? I am 


" 


me. 
Magsarion continued to laugh, a guttural sound, mocking and derisive. 


"Do not even think for a moment that we belong together. Your presence sickens 


me, your filthy stench polluting the air you fake." 


In the next instant, the steel teist of ferocity howled once more. Due to Bahlavan's 
prodigious talent, the blow dealt to the prone Magsarion became the most powerful 
he had ever delivered. Considering he had just fought and emerged victorious against 


his own copies, it was evident that he had never witnessed such rapid growth. 


Magsarion's laughter pierced the air, despite being knocked into the ground, a 
malevolent and mocking sound that echoed with contempt. His words, dripping with 
venom, cut through the tension-laden atmosphere, questioning Bahlavan's true 


capabilities. 
"Naive, feeble, utterly fragile," Magsarion sneered, his voice dripping with disdain. 


"You, too, are nothing more than a fraction of the fickle scum. A mere doll made of 


sand, easily dispersed by the gentlest breeze." 


Unexpectedly, it was Bahlavan's own hand that lay shattered, broken not by an attack 
but by a single blow from Magsarion. It was as if the indomitable king had soliditcied 
into an unyielding, unchanging force, lost within the depths of an impenetrable 
conviction. Yet, this did not alter the fact that Bahlavan knew no retreat, for within 


the locust king's lexicon, the word "retreat" did not exist, nor had it ever. 


"A-ha-ha, what is this? How did you achieve such a feat? “ 


- You still don't understand? 


Magsarion chuckled, pushing away the remnants of Bahlavan's fractured hand with 
an almost tender gesture. But why, then, did the towering figure of evil recoil like a 
bullet, a specter of impending cataclysm on the verge of an unimaginable descent? 
Contrary to the chaos surrounding him, Magsarion's voice shifted, becoming oddly 


friendly—a stark contrast to his recent insults. 


It was a gentle, calm timbre that seemed out of place coming from a warrior 
brimming with fury. Paradoxically, it held a more ominous and chilling quality than 


any scream could muster. 
"Your curiosity amuses me," Magsarion spoke, his tone unsettlingly amiable. 


"It seems you oppose the nauseating ‘everything,’ yet paradoxically, you are 
intricately connected to it. Ah, how intriguing it becomes. I was just pondering the 


very same idea." 


In a strange turn of events, Magsarion covered his eyes with his hands, revealing a 
shattered armor and helmet that no longer protected his ravaged form. Not a single 
bone remained intact within him, and the armor bore the scars of relentless assault, 
oozing a murky liquid that defied classification as blood or bone marrow. Yet, 
amidst the grisly spectacle, the eyes within the helm burned brighter than ever, 
gleaming with impenetrable darkness, foreshadowing an impending cataclysmic 


eruption. 


Indeed, Magsarion's true essence remained intact, untouched by external carnage. 
He had ascended to a new, unparalleled level, one that defied all opposition. His true 
essence, hidden from the eyes of the world, surged forward with a menacing rumble 


in an even more terrifying direction. 


"Thank you. I must admit, our encounter has proven beneficial," Magsarion uttered, 


his words laden with chilling gratitude. 


His unsteady, staggering gait carried him forward, a sight that belied his status as 
more than half-dead. Yet, it made no difference—before them stood an 
immeasurable anomaly, a manifestation of heartlessness and ruthlessness ready to 


rend and devour heaven and earth, but relentlessly forging ahead. 
"So, come forth!" Magsarion bellowed. 


Bahlavan's cry, enough to annihilate any ordinary monster, shattered the silence, and 
in an instant, he closed the distance between them. Ignoring the state of his battered 


fist, he 


clenched it with unwavering determination, launching a blow that surpassed all 
previous limits, fueled by an ever-increasing power. The ensuing scene unfolded like 


a painting after a mighty explosion, the echoes of its deafening roar still resonating. 


Bahlavan's teist, bloodied yet unwaveringly strong, had adapted to the mysterious 
fortress that was Magsarion. His cultivation knew no equal, his unwavering resolve 
marking him as an extraordinary warrior. Yet, Magsarion refused to repeat the events 


of the past. 


He didn't recoil or budge an inch when Bahlavan's blow struck his forehead. He 
stood teirm, unyielding, a testament to his resolute nature. In a deathly silence, as if 
both combatants had forgotten the very essence of breath, they stared into each 
other's eyes at point-blank range, attempting to incinerate one another with their 


gazes. 


Each of them understood that even the slightest careless movement could spell their 


demise, while their verbal confrontation intensified in its ferocity. The whisper of 


Magsarion slithered across the ground, serving its purpose, driving deeper into the 


core of their rivalry. 


- Oh, are you saying my path 1S wrong? 
- Exactly. The proof is that the mere sound of my name shook you to the core. How 


do you think, why? Do not understand? However, it is not surprising. 


The mangled armor and helmet creak with Magsarion's laughter as he points out 
Bahlavan's only flaw. Surprisingly, it is connected to the dialogue between the kings 


of evil that preceded these events. 
What is truly unchanging in this world? 


Bahlavan's answer to this question was his strength, but he did not convince 
Khvarenah. To him, who had forgotten his own purpose, Bahlavan's self-confidence 
seemed enviable, even dazzling, so he only postponed this problem for later, making 


a note about his inconsistent logic. 


However, Magsarion is not like that. He is far from being as kind as Khvarenah, and 
openly ridicules Bahlavan as a fake, demands not to compare himself with him. 


Without pity, he flaunts his inaccuracy, dissecting it with his own arguments. 
"Tell me, if you deem yourself the strongest, then why do you fight?" 
Magsarion's voice carried a tone of profound bewilderment. 


You kill everyone you meet. Everyone without exception, whoever it is. But don't 
you raise your hand against those who can't see you, just because it's not fair? What 
is mean? Why is the self-proclaimed strongest talking nonsense about how it will be 


impossible to understand who is stronger this way? 


From the question, which cannot be called otherwise than obvious, Bahlavan's 
strength of himself shudders. The slack is minimal, which could not have been at all, 


but the frantic eye of Magsarion does not miss it. 
You just love to fight. 


A blade shot up from under his feet cuts through his chest, and Bahlavan retreats for 
the first time. However, Magsarion does not follow him, but still calmly continues 


to speak with his hand raised. 


“First you praise yourself as the strongest, and right after that your tongue turns to 
declare that you will win his throne. Who is defending his title here, and who is 
claiming it? You're contradicting yourself, which is why you're swaying back and 
forth. To tell the truth, I have no idea how you came to this, but I realized that you 
have a Commandment that you yourself do not notice. I'm guessing it all happened 


before you were born. 


The door in the deepest subconsciousness of Bahlavan, which he himself had 
locked... The steel shutters that should not have been opened until he was left alone 
in the universe, again begin to move with a loud creak. The primordial prayer is 


asked to come out at the direction of Magsarion. 


"I may not comprehend the intricacies, but it appears that once, in a world devoid of 
any but yourself, you had already become the strongest," Magsarion revealed, his 


voice tinged with a sense of awe. 


"And you did so unconsciously. Perhaps, your attempt to meld the roles of champion 


and contender stems from that time. However, it is your journey to unravel." 


I mean that the love of fighting and the love of winning are not always the same. 


This man fought before he was even born. 
These times are far behind, and since at that time he was still devoid of reason, this 


cannot be remembered or forgotten. 


Yet sweet bliss was carved into his soul. Even after eighteen centuries of his 
wanderings, his thoughts return to that time. The thought that he had never again 


experienced battles in which the odds were so comparable. 


Therefore, he aspired to it, thirsted for it. The hour when you find yourself in chaos, 
full of delight and awe, where the future is impossible to predict, and anyone can 


become a winner ... 
He didn't want to win at all. 


For in a world where everyone is but a fragment of himself, the distinction between 
triumph and defeat becomes meaningless. And if the last survivor is strong, the title 


of the strongest holds no claim to invincibility. 


In the relentless cycle of combat, Bahlavan's existence was not driven by a quest to 
defend the greatest throne or to claim it as his own. Rather, his fervent desire was to 
taste once more that original satisfaction, the euphoria that could only be found in 


the midst of a grand and boundless battle where victory or defeat held no sway. 
“Oh, oh-oh ... Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh!!!” 


His scream echoes around. In it, one can hear both the dying moan and the cry ofa 
newborn. 

Having once reached the peak before his birth, Bahlavan allowed his essence to 
change shape irreversibly. The real desire for a great and limitless battle, in which 
victory or defeat does not matter, encountered an obstacle in the form of the idea of 


the strongest and deformed, thereby becoming a tottering way of life. 


However, here and now he stood in his rightful place. Magsarion's words not only 
opened the door, but blew it off its hinges, and a plea of transcendent ferocity began 
to emanate. Let this fact, of course, promise only the threat of the birth of the perfect 


monster of battle ... 


“Here is my gratitude. If I don't defeat someone like you, then I'll realize that I'm 


nothing. 


Self-critically muttering this under his breath, Magsarion leaves the place. With a 


black, bottomless deep prayer, as if turning the universe itself into hell on earth. 


"I myself am not particularly fond of fighting," he quietly declared to no one in 


particular, his words laced with an undeniable weight. 
"And I detest killing as well." 


He also came a long way, fighting again and again, leaving mountains of corpses 
and rivers of blood in his wake. 
Covered from head to toe with undisguised hatred, defiled with curses, burdened 
with countless sorrows - therefore, the light of glory will never be shed on him, and 


he understands this better than anyone else. 
But I won't lose. There are no defeats on my way and never will be... 


Never in his life did he think that he was acting against his will. After all, having 
been born the “younger brother” of the hero, he sees his own justice in the denial of 


regrets and pity. 


“That’s the thing that stays the same for me. And your ignorance, impotence, 
dementia... Yes, I approve of all this - and I will absorb it without the slightest 
exception. 


— MAGSARIO-OH!!! 


As soon as he utters his oath, the locust answers him with his own aria. 
An explosion of bloodlust, utterly similar to love. A steel fist and a furious blade 
collide with a roar, and the will flying in all directions gives rise to cracks in the 
universe itself. Their strengths are equal, they are not inferior to each other at all. 
Both Magsarion and Bahlavan have already ceased to be something that should be 


called by such names. 


- Magsarion, Magsarion - why are you Magsarion ?! I'm against it, this can't be, 
since you're fighting with me, then become me!!! 
Did I tell you not to compare us? However, let me hammer into your naive head who 


lam. 


For Bahlavan, who has found his truth, the boundary between himself and others has 
already lost all meaning. The original delight that burns in his chest is now 
everything to him, and therefore he will not rest until everyone becomes him. 
Especially such a formidable opponent, such a glorious man ... From his point of 
view, the one because of whom he can clearly sense the probability of defeat with 


his back simply cannot be anyone other than himself. 


“The paradise that I dreamed of—halls in which millions of me kill each other!” It 
is there that life and death — everything, without exception, shines with a precious 


light! 


He wants to experience that satisfaction again. No, fight to surpass even him. Until 
the moment comes that surpasses even his first bliss, Bahlavan will never recognize 


anyone but himself. 
“You must fall, Magsarion, why should you be Ashavan?! 


At the heart of a hurricane of blood that can only be described as a catastrophe of 


fury and ferocity, Bahlavan roars: "Come closer to me, become me." Howling limbs 


and strength itself, not knowing tired. Continuing the incessant hail of blows, they 


gradually begin to grow in numbers. 

- Move over to this side! You too will be called the king of evil! 
- And in what way? 

- How do I know? 


A kick with all his might falls from five sides at once, and the Bahlavans continue 


to carry self-will, which can no longer even be called absurd. 


- Since I said to become, so become! If I tell you to do something, then do it! What 


do I care about logic and means, such trifles cannot fetter us! 


In other words, he himself has absolutely no idea on what principle the fall gate is 
arranged. And yet he proudly declares that he does not care, and orders to subdue 
the very destiny of the world. I could do it. I would do it. It means, of course, that 
you can do it too, what kind of disputes can there be? Self-conceit and self- 


confidence, from which heaven and earth tremble. 
“Listen, you're just an idiot. Dregs have never made me laugh so much. 


Joy is also heard in the response of Magsarion dancing the dance of genocide. 


Perhaps he considers such a proposal worthy of consideration. 


“A few things still elude me. What I have seen before is really not enough - 


apparently, I will have to experience it for myself. 
"That's right, come to us!" Go, go, go, go!.. 


Five, ten, twenty... Reproduction is already in geometric progression, covering the 


ground. 


“You are me, stand up and fight, Magsarion!!! 


Having crossed the threshold of a thousand, and still restless, the Ferocity Locust 
howls at the skies of the new continent. 
Sings much more sincere and hot than any courtship, the desire to kill and be killed 


until the end of time. 
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Ashozushta, a creature of constant flight and grace, never touched the ground since 
her arrival. Even in her homeland, her feet never made contact with the surface. The 
only exception was when she stood upon her owl body as a girl, but even then, she 
was essentially flying. In the Sky Burial Sphere, where land was nonexistent, 


descending to the stellar body of Mashyana was not an easy task. 


While the winged ashavans of the planet typically flocked together, taking turns 
resting on each other's backs, Ashozushta rejected this tradition. It stemmed not only 
from her willful and violent nature, which contradicted her appearance, but also from 


her deep reverence for flying itself. 


Since she was born with wings, she wants to fly higher and faster than anyone else. 
Life in close competition with many valiant warriors also played a role, and she 
began to dream of becoming the queen of heaven. 


In other words, this is the Obet of Ashozushta. 


Never stop flying. Do not lose the pride of the winged ones, embody it in yourself. 
The ability to disguise is just one of its manifestations: it can be imagined as an 
improvement in all the skills inherent in her kind. And having become a Star Spirit 
and having taken the heavenly throne, in fact and formally, she ceased to be an 


ordinary owl. 


The speed of a peregrine falcon, the eagle eye, the miraculous ability to orientate 
migratory birds - now she has all the abilities of birds. Although she cannot use them 
to the fullest yet, her potential cannot be taken away from her. It can be called a 


reliable ally without exaggeration. 
However, that is why it brings only suffering to some people. 


“Looks like I owe her one too. I'm certainly grateful, and yet I would like to do 


without it ... It's so ... difficult for me. 


Keeping his sword in its sheath, Ferdows mutters in a broken voice. Her graceful, 
almost feminine face is beaded with sweat, and her breathing is obviously heavy. He 
is so exhausted that it is impossible to imagine that the reason is only in the wound 


received from Taurvid - and indeed, it is the gift of Ashozushta that torments him. 


"It's starting to make sense, how Magsarion feels. It's as if death is imminent," 


Ferdows muttered, his voice filled with anguish. 


The oath he swore prohibited him from contact with outsiders unless through 
murder. Even the gifts of Star Spirits were affected by this restriction. Though the 
contact was not physical, it brought excruciating pain that shattered every bone in 
his body. Losing concentration even for a moment could lead to loss of 


consciousness or, at worst, instant death. 


Ferdows had realized this danger during his first battle with the locust and chose not 
to restore the gifts of Vohu Mana. He believed he had no right to seek external 
assistance and aimed to fight without relying on blessings. But now... Whining 
wouldn't change anything. He had to accept that he had the power to endure. 
Magsarion had several times more feathers, and he mastered their unconventional 


combinations. 


While Ferdows respected his unimaginable willpower, it painfully highlighted his 
own insignificance. Recognizing his incompetence as his sole weapon, he firmly 


believed that by channeling his boundless self-contempt, he could help others. 


"Don't praise me. Don't show me kindness. I don't deserve recognition. Don't worry, 
Marika. I won't indulge in self-fantasies anymore. So please, inflict more pain upon 


me. Give me a blade stained with the filth of the dregs." 


Noon was approaching, the moment when Ferdows could unleash his most potent 
move. Moreover, it was Thursday, the only day he had not yet figured out. While he 


accurately 


determined the powers associated with the other six days, Thursday eluded his 
understanding. The day was dedicated to the "supreme deity," but Ferdows couldn't 


grasp the concept. 


Sunday is a day of praise for the light. The holiday of the sun as a symbol of well- 
being dramatically improves all his skills. Monday is a day that plunges into 
darkness. This power is associated with death and the afterlife, and therefore he, like 
a living dead, does not die even from the most severe wounds. Tuesday of the god 
of war gives him unprecedented power in attack. Wednesday, the day of the 
messenger of the gods, sharply gives him speed. Friday is dedicated to the goddess 
of love, and although he is far from Nahid, he is able to subdue the Star Spirit of his 
homeland. Saturday, on the other hand, can be called the day of the swindler: he 
takes on the role of an eternal joker and, in a sense, can break the rules, leveling the 


enemy's abilities. 


Thus, he determined six methods quite accurately, and only regarding Thursday he 
could not come to any conclusion for a long time. After all, the “supreme deity” is 


considered the patron of this day, and he could not understand this idea in any way. 


What in this world has the greatest and unquestioning authority? 
At home, this role was assigned to the Avesta, and formally Ferdous was ofa similar 
opinion. However, when they asked him what the Avesta was, he could not describe 


it in any way, it is such a common concept. Until recently. 


"It's nothing but crap. Just like me," Ferdows muttered, a contemptuous smirk 


stretching across his face. 


He now understood the fate of the universe and the flawed nature of the world. 
According to Sirius, everything was wrong—a putrid realm where Marika suffered 


while vile mediocrity tore her apart. There was no inherent rightness here. 


"I shall bestow upon you the most absurd and delusional death, a comedy of 


cheapness. Appear before me, Avesta—I know your tastes well." 


Cursing and blaming her, Ferdows felt the burning heat of hatred alongside the 
sweetness of Marika's kiss. Reciting a prayer to the supreme god, he resembled a 
monster baring its fangs, eagerly awaiting noon. Just a little longer, not much 
remained—the anticipation caused real agony. Trembling with the boiling bloodlust 


and disappointment in himself, he longed to become a furious blade himself. 


OOOO 


With the slightest effort, it crumbles into pieces—the acquired past dissolving before 
her very eyes. But the most devastating part is that Samluch no longer even registers 
its loss. She has relinquished the meaning of her own name, the very history she 
fought so hard to survive. In the absence of self-awareness, it is no wonder that her 


perception begins to waver. The reality that unfolds before her eyes mere seconds 


ago becomes nothing more than gibberish to Samluch, rendering her unable to 


process new information. 


When memories desert you, are it so different from losing the present or the future? 
She tumbles into the abyss, yet she continues to fight. Her fists unleash a primal 
howl, her legs find their mark. Like a war machine, Samluch evades enemy attacks, 


never faltering for a moment. 
What drives her now? 


Does the Avesta beckon to her very soul, commanding her to vanquish the opposing 


forces as dictated by the fate of black and white? 


Or is it some primal animal instinct, urging her to confront threats head-on? 
Whatever the driving force may be, the end draws near. The memories consumed by 


the devil's armor extend beyond the wearer's lived life. 


"Ah, ah..." Samluch's ability to speak, to string together coherent thoughts, has 


abandoned her. 


Bereft of the notion of meaning itself, she stands on the precipice of forgetting how 
to move her arms and legs. Will it take a minute, ten seconds, or a mere instant? No 
one knows the answer, but one thing is certain—she is no longer capable of 
cooperating with her allies. Thus, as mentioned before, she forsakes the plan to 
attack the Zariched from the flank. Oblivious to obvious tactics like exploiting blind 
spots, she charges straight into the range of Taurvid and swings for a devastating 


strike. It is then that her left fist is violently ripped from her elbow. 


"Okay, okay. You want it, don't you? I get it," she mutters. 


“S-stop, Taurvid, this is my...” 


Ashozushta manages to come to the rescue, taking advantage of the skirmish 


between the locusts. However, she only manages to literally stand in their way, 


covering Samluch with her body as a shield. Of course, this is no ordinary hasty 
decision. Even though you can’t tell from it, Ashozushta also has rich combat 
experience, and therefore she thought in advance what to do in such a case. Having 
entrusted the main attack to Samluch, she supported it at a distance, gradually 
gathering the wind around her. Surrounded herself with a kind of armor of 
compressed air, which she was about to release immediately after the attack of 
Zariched. 

However, perhaps there is no need to clarify that everything did not go at all as 


planned. 
- Don't bother me, I'm stronger! 
- Don't bother me, I'm stronger! 


Clashing, competing with each other, the skill of the locust exceeds all expectations. 
Devilish curves and straight lines tear the wind like a sheet of paper, pierce the tiny 
figure of Ashozushta and hit Samluch right in the chest. Victory - even though their 
opponent remains invisible, Zariched and Thaurvid feel the hit, but the next moment, 


confident smirks freeze on their faces. 

- “Wh-what is this?” N-don't move, it can't be! 

- Ashozushta? No, not her! 

Still in the same position as after their powerful blow, they can't even lift a finger. At 
first, they believe that the mysterious fetters are woven from the wind, but they 
immediately realize that this is not so. The star spirit falling to the ground had already 


lost consciousness. It is unclear whether the girl is alive or dead, but at least she is 


in no condition to shackle two Daevas of a special rank at the same time. 


Ashozushta, exhausted, appeared before their eyes. In other words, her disguise no 


longer works, and the whole truth is revealed to them... 


“Heh, heh heh heh... 


Having parted with life, with memories, with everything in the world, Samluch still 
remains here. Her bloodied face is drawn into a cheeky grin as she holds Zariched 
and Thaurvid in her arms. Her strength is amazing... no, strictly speaking, physical 


strength has nothing to do with it. 
“T won't... forget... him... that we... with him...” 


In a hoarse and abrupt voice one can feel the ardor from which even the locust 
shudders. As if shaken by such emotions, Melek Tawus stiffened. This means that 
the armor, which has become a cage of motionless iron, has captured Zariched and 
Taurvid in itself. The change that Samluch spoke of did not put her out of action, 


but, on the contrary, let her play the role of shackles. 


It is difficult to say whether this is an accident or an inevitability. However, fate 
decreed that the armor created by Mashyag is connected with the original armor on 
a spiritual level. So, the fact that the death of the older sister influenced the younger 
brother, as well as the fact that the violent spirit of Magsarion reached Samluch, is 
not at all excluded. Whatever the true reason, it is an indisputable fact that the locust 


has lost its freedom of action, and therefore ... 

- Let's... 

... They have a chance that only happens once in a lifetime. 
- Let's! Chop them to pieces... with me!... 


Hearing the heartbreaking cry of his comrade-in-arms, the young man puts all his 
strength into his hand. Three seconds separate it from the cherished noon. 
Crushing his clenched molars, Ferdous bleeds from his mouth, but still does not open 


his eyes. It is in this state that he hears a mysterious “voice” in a friend. 


A contradictory intervention in consciousness, as if descending from distant heavens 
or rising from within itself, so majestic that it is difficult to define it, and at the same 
time promising indescribable freedom. Visiting Ferdous on the verge between one 


hour and another, it is like an oracle that foretells his fate. 
“The worst death you can imagine awaits you. 


This voice mourns and at the same time ridicules him, is like a friendly advice and 
at the same time like a temptation from the depths of the abyss. 
I wish to save you. I want to see disaster. Make me laugh. No, make me cry - the 
pattern of the universe, in which conflicting dual emotions flow into each other, 
change places. Something on a truly cosmic scale confronts a tiny, weak youth with 


a choice that is neither kind-hearted nor ruthless. 


“If you take one more step forward, you will never know peace again.” You will 
lose even your anger at yourself, which has become your last refuge, and you 
will only fall endlessly down the spiral of emptiness. Such is the payment for the 


intention to commemorate me. 

Is he going to do it anyway? Still waiting for a response from him. 

“So what, my dear Ferdous?” Show me the color of your determination. Grant 
me joy and pity. 

““’..Such a stupid question is nothing to ponder. 

Ferdows promptly declares that even the worst fate is too good for him. There is no 
more room in his soul to worry about his own future. More specifically, he is afraid 
that such a rescue option, on the contrary, will turn into an even greater mistake. And 


therefore, he wants the most dirty, disgusting death, from which the hair stands on 


end. He is even ready to agree that a death worthy of rabble will be more than an 


appropriate punishment. Feeling some relief in such an ominous fate, Ferdous breaks 


into a wild grin. 


“At least sometimes you do the right thing, Avesta... Yes, I’m all for it. I don't see 


any reason to refuse. 


The worst death he could ever imagine... If even she spoke of it from her point of 
view, from the point of view of a person, this hellish torment would certainly not 
even be possible to describe. Taking this as a blessing, Ferdows finally opens his 


eyes... 


How stupid, how hasty. How sweet, striking the very heart with its courage 


shade. Your regrets warm the soul. 


Surrounded by time resuming its course, he forcefully draws his sword from its 


scabbard. 
“It’s decided, you will be the next Nadare.” 


What exactly is the meaning of this, he does not understand and does not try to 
understand. It only brings into effect a phenomenon that truly embodies the cosmic 


rule of the supreme deity. 
— The World of the Crash of the Black-White Whirlwind... Novruz Ahuramazda. 


Even the words spoken by him simultaneously with the drawing of the sword are 
equivalent to the word of God, composed in a dimension alien to Ferdous's 
consciousness. Having entered a real trance, he is not able to perceive his own 


actions, and their result embodies the divine will, which surpasses the act of a mortal. 


The flash from the swing of the saber cuts Zariched and Taurvid in two. It does not 
just cut them but splits what can be called the core of their being, after which it 


remakes them anew. Simply put, this is the collapse of the world on a minimal scale. 


Nadare's mixed colors are separated again, but do not return to their original state at 


all. 


As great as this power is, it still flows from Ferdous. And since it was done by 
someone who is incapable of touching others except for the sake of killing, it goes 
without saying that this technique leaves no survivors. 
Perverted, but still the unity of the locusts has been severely broken, turning them 
into utterly inferior creatures. They have been ruthlessly reduced to the level of 
invalids, born without some internal organs, who alone are unable even to maintain 


their existence. 


The transcendents, who dreamed of being the strongest, in an instant collapsed to 
the lowest step of the pyramid. From sucha shock, Zariched and Thaurvid's thoughts 
are filled with emptiness, and therefore they lack the strength to resist the threat that 


follows this, neither physically nor morally. 
- This is the end. 


Samluch grins bravely. The world-breaking blade went through her like butter, but 
she already received many mortal wounds, and she has no _ future. 
Literally gathering her last strength into a fist, she releases the remaining aura in the 


form of an explosion. 
“Do you... see? I... 


The end of the phrase is covered by a deafening roar, and the whole world is painted 
with a white supplication. Dazzling, fleetingly burns and falls. A light like the death 


of a star. 
4 


The number of copies created has already exceeded one million. Wishing eternal and 


boundless struggle of himself with himself, Bahlavan does not know the limits of 


his own dream. Therefore, it is not surprising that its reproduction does not have a 
numerical maximum. As long as the fighting spirit of the evil king continues to burn, 
it will not end, and even the release of the raging pressure beyond the limits of the 


universe cannot be considered impossible. 


However, the number of copies present here still does not exceed a thousand, and 
the reason for this is obvious. None other than Bahlavan himself, along with the 
black knight opposing him, kills any excess. What kind of picture is this... This 
chaos leaves no chance for the very concept of battle to survive. All combatants stand 
knee-deep in a sea of blood, but the raging feast of violence only intensifies without 


end. 


Bahlavan's fist pierces Bahlavan's chest. The neck of this Bahlavan is gnawed by a 
new Bahlavan, and Bahlavan's hand, cut off by Magsarion, is seized and also used 
as a cudgel by Bahlavan. The entrails that fall out replace the rope and are allowed 
to tie the hands behind the back, but they are expertly cut with a blade-like bone. 
Ah, that's how stupid it is. How do you like that? What about this? Fist and fist 
collide with each other with all their might, and the pain of their mutual fracture 
inspires joy. A fatal blow, which there is no doubt about hitting, in the next moment 
deceives expectations and pierces only the air, forcing you to experience ecstasy 
close to orgasm. Indescribably insulting, cheerful, to the point of tears, merciless 
existence in a boiling cauldron of the strongest blooming with magnificent flowers. 


That's it, that's the way it should be. But no, that's not enough. 


A fight that will test the strength of both the body and the spirit. The thrill of carnage 


that won't let me cool is all I want. 


- Attack, attack, attack with all your might. I will kill you all without a trace, I will 
not leave even ashes from you. 


Winning and losing don't matter. No, they have. I want to win, I want to lose, I want 


to fight to the death, I want to intertwine lives. It is for the sake of this unbearably 
sweet trembling down the back of anxiety and anticipation that I fight. As if joint 
work, the tension from which can be called insurmountable, suddenly collapses to 
the ground, instilling only a shock. Like a thin ray of light that glimmers in the most 
impenetrable darkness, unceremoniously goes out once and for all. I want to 
experience this inexhaustible, sweet mixture of hope and despair, I want to make 


others experience it, many, many times - that's what I live for. 
"Tam Bahlavan," he proclaims, embracing the totality of his desires. 


"Everything you desire is here. Therefore, you too must join us, wholeheartedly, as 


demanded by the Locust of Ferocity." 


Impatience laces Magsarion's voice as he questions, "How much longer must we 


wait? What are you searching for? 


Bahlavan remains unwavering, firmly believing in his cause. He refuses to allow 
such a rare opponent to become just another obstacle in his path. Eternal bliss is his 


sole aspiration. 
"Become like me," he implores. 


"By becoming the same as me, you too can revel in endless slaughter alongside the 


locusts, until the end of time.” 


It is the divine providence of this process, and any objections or delays are 
inconsequential in his mind. Only his own reasons hold weight. The circumstances 


and existence of others hold no interest for him. 
"Just be me!" Bahlavan demands. 


Each Bahlavan, in turn, assails Magsarion. The destructive power unleashed in this 


series of explosions surpasses comprehension. The fortress of the black knight, 


which has withstood all onslaughts, transcends all boundaries. The very question of 


its endurance becomes moot. The 


time has come to eradicate the differences that Bahlavan has reduced to a single 
requirement: to fall. Magsarion's voice, filled with irritation, forcefully captures 


Bahlavan's attention. 

He cannot refuse, for the voice demands it. 

"IT will not change," Magsarion declares casually, deflecting the onslaught of fists. 
"I said I remain immutable. Why should I be influenced by some wretched gate?" 
Taking aside the hail of fists, Magsarion rather casually declares: 


“T recognized that it was worth a try, because I want to understand how to subdue 
him. 


- ...What? 


Bahlavan, frozen with bulging eyes, cannot even understand the meaning of the 
words spoken to him. There are two reasons for the fact that all of him suddenly 
stopped and plunged into thought. 
The first is obvious - that Magsarion, capable of becoming his copy, rejected the 
invitation. From Bahlavan's point of view, there is not and cannot be a difference 
between them, and those small differences that exist now are only a mistake that 
must be corrected. This means that in order to destroy and overcome it, you need to 
join forces - this is more obvious than common sense, the absolute truth, which 


simply does not tolerate bickering. 
If he is me, and I am he, then this goes without saying. But then why... 


“If you don’t like our side so much, why are you so clinging to yours, Magsarion?! 


I'm telling you; you misunderstood me. For me, both white and black are all garbage, 


just an unbearable farce. It doesn't matter which side I belong to, and I'm already 
sick of the fact that someone can even apply the idea of to me. 


- Like this?.. 


Finally, having understood in general terms what they are trying to tell him, 
Bahlavan stands up in his tracks. Simply put, Magsarion does not hate the Drujvants 
at all, nor does he consider himself an adherent of the Ashavans. His anger is directed 


to the universe as such, not wanting to fit into the framework of dualism. 


- Good or evil, light or darkness - what are all these charades to me? I can't hear 
them, that's an abomination. Don't talk about me like I can go back and forth without 


a care. That's why I called you fragile. 


The tip of the sword, rusted with blood, rests on Bahlavan's chest. Perhaps this is the 
secret of Magsarion's unimaginable stubbornness. 
He is unchanging. Does not change. Because it does not rot, does not break. In 
words, this is much easier than in reality - what’s there, it won’t even cross anyone’s 


head, but such a thing could well be called human truth. 


This world, in which the phenomenon of the gate of fall exists, is a kaleidoscope of 
fickle patterns. Anyone can fall over to the other side, and yesterday's right can 
already be left today, and therefore the very division into two camps can be called 
meaningless in its essence. 
The death of Varhran clearly showed him this. Seeing her, Magsarion knew who 


"everyone" was. 


“Everything around is no different from other shit. Nobody will leave alive. My 
genocide will spare no one. "All" will dissolve without a trace in my immutability. 
And for this, I decided that I needed to surpass the gate of the fall, that's all - and I 


have neither the obligation nor the need to indulge your interests. 


... Yes, let’s repeat it one last time. I am me, don't you dare put us in the same row, 
dirty fake. 
- Phah! 


Bahlavan's sigh is filled with barely contained joy. Not fitting into the framework of 
the war of good and evil, wanting to defeat "everyone" with his own hands, he is 
also not deprived of his dignity. That Magsarion has some sympathy for this locust 


lifestyle cannot be denied. 


However, as soon as he met a foreign body that he was unable to digest, Bahlavan 
immediately ordered him to fall - and thereby made it clear that he was still bound 
by the fate of the world. The second reason why he could not understand this 
dialogue at first lies precisely in this one. 
He adheres to his own ideals, but he could not neglect the existing rules. It 1s really 
absurd on Bahlavan’s part to howl about the gate of falling, even without 


understanding its principle, but it is difficult to call him truly self-willed. 

What if he asks the interlocutor to fall? What will change if he invites him to his 
side? If he wants a different future, he must create a new world and paint everything 
around with his own color. 

Not "Be me", but "I will make you me". 
The weakness that did not allow him to say this sunk into his very soul. 

Compared to Magsarion, who swore absolute immutability and declared his 
intention to devour the entire universe, Bahlavan really looks like a fake... 

— Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! 


Under the laughter comparable to the explosion, the ferocious millions turn into a 
storm. Killing his breeding copies, killed by them, Bahlavan covers Magsarion with 


his head. 


This time, he admits with all his heart that he is different. Too dazzling, too powerful, 


something different from me, burning with a bright, sinister flame. 


Your very existence is unforgivable. Your perseverance deserves respect. As if 
weeping in unsurpassed gratitude for fighting him, the sprawling sea of blood turns 
into flames of millions of degrees. 
As if offering prayers in the midst of a burning hell on earth, Bahlavan shouts after 


his dream: 
“You are the strongest that I desired!” 


Perhaps this feeling can be called lust. Here and now, he experiences excitement that 
surpasses the original battle, and Magsarion, who gave this satisfaction, is dearer to 
him than anything in the world. It scares so much that it fascinates him. Recognized 
for the first time by him, enchanting his very soul, a blessed enemy called "the other" 
who needs to be trampled on... Recognizing that he is even higher, Locust Ferocity 
simply cannot help but challenge him. 
I will catch up with you. I will surpass you. The rest of the thoughts he discards 


without a trace as unnecessary. 


“Tell me, Magsarion, how are you going to break the Fall Gate?! 
“Really, until it comes to that, I won’t understand. But I'll try to get him. 
- How?! 


— How do I know. 


Fists howl, blade dances. The clash of ferocity and fury, which has already broken 
through the ceiling of common sense more than once, has finally passed into its final 
stage. 

Eyes of black and white watch them from the singularity. The divine will of the 


pattern smiles at them from the eternal throne. 


The universe froze in anticipation of the continuation of the whirlwind ... The 


moment of the denouement is already close. 


They understand that nothing else can help them. Whatever they do, it's too late, and 
all they have to do 1S expire and rot. 
Even the heart no longer beats in their chest. It is obvious that very soon they will 


be swallowed up by eternal darkness, from which they are not destined to return. 


In other words, they lost. They acknowledged this fact, and although it cannot be 
said that he did not offend them, it would be even more unsightly to deny it. If the 
winner does not deserve praise, the loser will have nowhere to go at all. At least, it 
was with pride that they lived with such judgments, and they don’t even think of 


waving their fists after a fight. 


They accepted their death. However, despite this, they do not let go of this vale of 
SOITOW - because of a single desire. 
All they want is to find their death, the place of their death in an ideal form for 


themselves. 


- Look... at me... Please, I'm here... 


- Finish me off. With your...hands... 


Zariched and Thaurvid whisper it as if delirious. Sliced by Ferdows' blade, only half 
of them is left, and they walk through the inferno, leaning on each other. 
Zariched steps over with his left foot, Taurweed with his right, and they manage to 
move forward. The inexhaustible strength of self, which once pierced the very 


heavens, is now only good enough to stretch this state. 


At least for a second, at least a step, to extend their lives to meet their demise at the 


hands of the husband they followed. 


- Bahlavan, Bahlavan... 


- | want... to be killed by you... 


They pray to be led on their last journey by the strongest rival they know. They have 
already come to terms with the fact that they failed and lost their lives halfway, and 
yet they want to save their dream to the end. Let them lose, but they want to go to 


the next world in the confidence that their path was not wrong. 
That their purpose really exists. 


They just failed to achieve it: they by no means spent their lives in search of an 
empty illusion. If they trusted someone whose blood they desired the more they 
admired him, whom they lusted the more the longer they wanted to kill him, then 
they could believe it. They will receive their reward. If they manage to become a 
part of the mountain of bodies erected by him, if they go down in the history of his 


path to the title of the strongest, then their will live forever even after death ... 


However, Bahlavan misses their sincere, even immaculate desire. Intoxicated by the 
crazy dance, the king of the locust does not even notice his former associates, carried 
away only by his own fight. Not one of his endlessly born and dying copies even 


looks towards Zariched and Thaurvid. 


It is quite understandable. Realizing that his true desire was to fight with himself, 
besides having met that unique “other” whom he still wants to defeat, now he does 


not think about anything but Magsarion. 


No words, no prayers can overcome this ardor. Stuck between two invincible losers 


is beyond the power. 


Therefore, two unfortunate locusts are already thinking about whether they will have 


to leave this world in despair and disappointment ... 
- You heard me. Come here, I'll deal with everyone. 


A howling black flash splits Zairiced's cheek. Following this, a cut appears on 
Taurvid's forehead, and a_ scarlet liquid begins to flow from it. 
With heat, with ardor, without stopping - their heart has already stopped, and they 
have already shed all the blood to the last drop, and yet it beats in them with a key. 


As if remembering something, the raging energy returns to them again. 
"I'll finish you off - don't think you'll get off so easy, scum." 


In other words, he says they are still alive. It's not over yet, so attack. A hurricane of 
bloodlust, a furious’ battle that blows them off their feet. 


What a burning and at the same time sweet flame. 


- Ah, ah-ah-ah-ah 
- Oh, oh-oh-oh-oh ... 


Their dream lives on. If nothing is over, they can only run. Go towards him. 
Beyond the horizon to which they aspired. To take the throne of the strongest that 


rises there... 

"I'm s-strong!" 
“No, I'm stronger!” 

Zairiced howls, clutching a fiendish spear in his hand. The Taurvid brags as he raises 


a curved blade. Both of them recite an oath they live by. 


"Death to all in sight!" 
"Death to all in sight!" 


“Don't be ridiculous, I'll cut you into pieces.” 


Zariched loses an arm, Taurvid's leg flies off to the side. After which the sinister 
blade cuts them again and again, as it said, carefully and without mercy. 
What pain, what horror. The screaming locust falls prey to unprecedented destruction 


and at the same time experiences heavenly bliss. 


Yes, that's the point of the fight. Dreaming of unrivaled strength, having made their 
way to stand on top, now they are sure that they were not mistaken. 
While they disappear, not even leaving behind atoms, they still fulfill their destiny 


as walriors. 


In this they are devoid of regrets and devoid of pity. Satisfied with their fate to 
become part of heartlessness and ruthlessness, they leave the stage with smiles on 


their lips. 


It is difficult to say how many he killed and how many times he was killed. However, 
he clearly feels one thing: reproduction, which should continue now, is slowing 
down before his eyes. The head flies off the shoulders. Heart chopped into pieces. 


Even spattered blood immediately evaporates and melts like morning mist. 


Only a hundred remain... Anyone who managed to live this long could surely destroy 
the galaxy with a single blow. And yet they meet their demise one by one, consumed 


by unchanging heartlessness. 


It's funny. What a trick, wonderful. The fact that a fist flying with laughter shatters 
itself into pieces does not bother me. I'll hit him without a hand. I'll crush him. Rave? 


So my mission is to defeat this nonsense. 


Eighty, fifty... The fact that the end becomes visible inspires trembling and joy. The 


fact that you can see the face of everyone, and on each of them, without exception, 


the same emotion is expressed, gives unbearable pleasure. It proves that I really love 
just this - only this excitement, which threatens to tear the chest from the inside, 


becomes the truth that fills the universe. 
I fight, therefore I exist. 


The way of life that was found even before birth, after a long oblivion, has been 
found again, and precisely because the current bliss cannot be compared with 
anything, he wants to know the answer that lies beyond it. 
In the distant future, when everything superfluous will disappear without a trace, 
Bahlavan will ask himself. Having lived this life not for the sake of life and not for 
the sake of death, devoting myself to the battle and only the battle, where did I 


eventually come, what did I find? 


The throne of the strongest... Indeed, what else? However, he can no longer be 


content with just fighting with himself. 

- Magsarion! 

Because now he knows about it. His name is carved into the very heart and will not 
disappear again. 
The fact that he is himself has its own meaning. Since there is a man in the world 


who continues to live as the only extraneous immutability, he wants to fight him for 


all eternity. 
“You were not like me. Yes, that's what shines so that I'm about to go blind. 


The number of spears has dropped to twenty... Magsarion's blade is no longer visible, 


and yet Bahlavan glares at it, not intending to miss it. 


That's why I won't let you be me. Don't misunderstand me, not because I can't and 


gave up. 


Ten, five... It's early, it's not the end. Let victory and defeat do not matter, but he 


cannot remain a fake. 


Why would he fall to his knees? He has no intention of giving up. No matter what 


they say, they want at least this man to know his truth. 


That's right, he wants to be understood correctly. The transcendental answer that he 
came to on his pilgrimage is completely devoid of calculation - this is simply the 


nature inherent in him from birth. 


- It seems that I am not one of those who want to do something with the environment, 


but of those who want to become something themselves. 


Therefore, I do not need to change you, but myself ... No, me and no one else! 
Feeling the surging wave of ecstasy all over his body, Bahlavan swings his fists, 
shuddering with delight. 


Three, two... Finally, reproduction stops. 
Do you understand, Magsarion? What exactly am I going to achieve? 


A blow struck with all its might is met with a black flash. The wave that follows a 
second later is surprisingly quiet and fleeting, yet powerful and polished enough to 


take a life. 
“’.. Just laughter, that's all. Are you flesh and blood at all? 


As if hinting that the fight is over, Magsarion grunts through his teeth with dislike. 
The reason why even he can't find words becomes obvious here and now. 
No, to say that it can be seen is still impossible. After all, the one who was once 


called the third king of evil has already disappeared without a trace. 


“A monster of the strength of yourself... I have to admit, you have no problem with 


stubbornness. I have never seen anyone like you. 


Not even a drop of blood remained from Bahlavan's body. It is not clear at what point 
he himself realized this, but physically he had long since disappeared. 
And yet he continues to stand. Mirage of Ferocity proudly puffs out its chest before 


Magsarion, standing in a menacing stance. 


The mere strength of Bahlavan's self took on a human form, remaining here like a 
hot haze. Too masculine to be called a ghost, too bright - there is hardly a word in 


the whole universe that can define this idea. 
“So, you mean you haven’t lost yet?” Ah, or maybe... Let me ask... 


Muttering under his breath with a sigh, Magsarion pronounces the next phrase 


already half in jest. 
- Do you want to be me? 


No answer follows. However, the fact that Bahlavan's footprint trembled slightly 
with a ferocious tremor must have replaced his smile. This man transcended death 
and became the epitome of battle. Having become the factor that embodies this 
universe overwhelmed with struggle, he appears here and there throughout the 


universe, continuing to chase Magsarion. 


Even if the whole world meets its end, only the battle will never know it. As long as 
the heartless swordsman stays here, you can be sure that it simply cannot end. 
With the death of Truth, he will move on to the next lot. Then the next one and the 
one after it blows. Knowing no end and edge, the battlefield repeating again and 


again ... Each of them will retain what was once Bahlavan. 


If Magsarion is truly unchanging, he will forever remain by his side, fueling the 
flames of war. Sharing hell on earth with a husband whom he recognized, as if 


challenging him, desiring eternal blood and death throes ... 


- You will not lose, enchant me, my enemy. 


- Do what you want. 


A wave of the blade - and the power of the locust itself dissipates in the air. You can 
feel the wind pick it up and take it away. It is difficult to say whether he managed to 
decapitate his rival, but now Magsarion does not care at all. 
According to his eyes and instinct, he definitely killed Bahlavan. If that's not all, he 


can finish what he started later, and now there are other, more pressing dregs. 
That's right, the fight isn't over yet. 
- Gha! 


He coughs up blood and can barely stand, and yet his furious eyes continue to burn 
like coals. Magsarion is wounded and exhausted in a way that cannot be imagined, 


but he does not think about stopping there at all. 
- You are next! 


Raising his head, he declares this with an inexhaustible thirst for blood in his voice. 
There, at the top, there remains a despicable enemy covering the sky. The hazy, blind 


eye of the devil star blinks as if in answer to him. 


, 


“Will you reveal to me _ the true meaning of a _ miracle?” 


“T’ll show you how things work—in exchange for your life!” 


Blade of Fury against the Workshop of Annihilation... Such is the beginning of the 
battle with the strongest of the kings of evil, who once became guilty of the death of 
his brother. 
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Sleep overtakes me like a natural disaster and gnaws at me like a curse. The agony 
of memories that should not be is unpleasant to me, but at the same time it evokes 
nostalgia, and I cannot explain such an absurdity. That's what a dream is for me: just 


chaos that causes confusion. 


...But not right now. For some reason, this time I look back at my past with a 


completely different emotion. 
“Ts this the sacred child?” 


- Yes. He has not yet acquired his own personality, but he should awaken soon. And 
then, I am sure, our victory will be assured... Mr. Lanka, I beg you, think again. 
- Unfortunately, we don't have time. Not to mention that they are unlikely to want to 


wait for us. 


I look up and see three people. An old man, a man and a woman. The impression 
they make on me is hard to describe in words. At that time, I definitely belonged to 
the same camp, but their color seems to be different from mine now. However, I feel 
that just as I am called the king of evil, so they are recognized by the universe as 


black. 


It's puzzling, defying logic. However, there is also a strange sense of agreement here, 
and there are only more mysteries with questions. Normally, I would immediately 
throw all my strength into their decision, but for the moment I decide to observe 


what is happening. 


I want to burn their faces in my eyes so that I never forget them. Carve their will into 
your heart. Therefore, the only emotion that I feel now is pure curiosity ... Or, 


perhaps, it should be called a feeling of attraction. 


“Of the strong devas, only Nadare remained. And of the asuras, only Madurai and 
me. So, it is obvious that soon both of us will be called to Wakhana for the last battle. 


After all, apparently, in this matter the initiative belongs to them. 


Even the fact that a familiar name flies from the lips of a man, I don’t like it now. 


Indeed, one can understand that this is not about the Nadar that I know. 


- Lanka, not both, but three. How could you forget about "her"? 


- Hm, no. Actually I didn't really mean it. In the end, "she" almost does not speak, 


and generally prefers to remain a "blade". 
- Be that as it may, you still intend to go into battle? 


To the question of the old man, the man and the woman—although, apparently, it 
would be more accurate to say that there are two women—nod. Although I do not 
see the third woman, my attention is attracted by a long sword in the hands of a man 
named Lanka. Its outlines of gold and blued steel are neither pretentious nor rude, 
embodying the perfect balance between a formidable weapon and a work of art. 


That's why I can't take my eyes off him. 


This is not something that should exist. So I feel like I want to create "something 


like that" - and does it feel like the blade is looking at me with pity? 


- Elder, keep protecting this child. As Lanka said, we don't have time, and we 
shouldn't fight in front of our hope. After all, it is necessary for us that the new world 


presented by him be completely devoid of filth. 


- Most likely, Madurai and I will perish. But there is nothing wrong with that. This 
story needs to end here and now. We are not going to save the root of all evil for the 


next era. 


- And if our will is done, then our daughter will join forces with this child and make 
the dream come true. I dream of creating Hiranyapura, where everyone will live with 


smiles on their faces. 


- As you wish. I will do as you wish, Mr. Lanka, Mrs. Madurai. As long as there 1s 
life in these old bones, I will do my duty. May good luck accompany you in your 


battle. 


Nodding, the man and woman turn around and leave. Watching their silhouettes 
disappear into the twilight, for some reason I am seized by a storm of irresistible 


emotions. Crazy sadness and restlessness, reminiscent of hunger. 
- ...Do not leave. 


An urge from within forces me to open my mouth. No, stop. You cannot leave. 
A little more, just a little bit, and I should already be awakened. It is enough just to 
wait for this, and fate will change. The future will open to us... My Khvarenah will 
build that new lot that you dreamed of. I promise that I will definitely grant your 


wish, so why are you leaving? 


I scream, but my words do not reach them. I try to grab onto them, but I can't move. 
Ultimately, it's just the past, and even though I know I can't change it now, I still 


can't help it. 
The difference between victory and defeat was determined only by time. 


If only I had been born earlier. If only Lanka and Madurai had listened to the elder. 
If only the previous Nadare hadn't set in motion the collapse of the world... 


If only one thing had gone differently, J wouldn't have ended up like this. 


If you believe that a true hegemon is capable of defeating even such a mass of 


accidents, perhaps I fell because I should have fallen from the very beginning. 
- You sum mauaugueasa. Therefore, I should also be sumuumuuug. 


Through tears, it appears to my eyes how a bizarre, indescribable wave is 
approaching from behind the horizon. A wave of insane color that covers the 
universe, turning everything and everything. Ah, it's all turned inside out. My people, 
my land, even I myself have been completely swallowed up by the stormy flow of 


the pattern. Even the truth to which I swore an oath is carried away by the current, 


and I am no longer able to remember what it was. Just what I wanted to be 


On the day of the celebration of the precious light, which nothing in the world would 


change, the Khvarenah of the universal miracle was wrecked. 


What is a “miracle”, who are “everyone”? Even now, as unconsciousness seeps into 
his very soul, Khvarenah continues to search for an answer. It is the suspicion that 
by doing this he can return the previously lost prayer that makes him drive away the 


slumber of the past again and open his eyes. 
- Did you defeat Bahlavan? It is hard to believe that such a person exists. Not... 


A lone knight clad in black armor appears to the Eye of the Devil Star. Since, until 
recently, Khvarenah was in the oblivion of sleep, the details are unknown to him, but 
what happened is already obvious. His words are very appropriate: few people would 


believe in such a result. However, at the same time, he accepts it as inevitable. 


- You're not human. There is a strange mixture in you. Most likely from the very 


beginning. 


He's seen it somewhere before. Understanding this intuitively, he identifies the entity 


beneath him as a real threat. This opponent is not one of those who can be tasted. 
- V.shva /a/r.an. 


Putting undisguised anticipation into a foreign word, Khvarenah puts his power into 


effect. 


Heaven and earth, everything around is replaced by a different color. At this moment, 


he demonstrates a power that even among all the artifacts he created has no equal. 


Magsarion understands the meaning of the phenomenon that has happened right 
away. At first glance, the environment did not change at all, and he did not suffer 
anything resembling an attack. However, that this deed surpasses any absurdity he 
has seen so far, there is no doubt . After all, with the exception of the two of them, 


all living things disappeared without a trace. 
“The barrier... although it is much larger in scale. World creation? By the way. 


There are many rites and vows that create their own space and separate it from the 
rest of the world. The Garden of Bloodshed works in a similar way, and although 
such cases are very rare, one cannot speak of their fundamental impossibility. 
However, the territory that Khvarenah has just uncovered includes both the Dragon 
Remains Star and the Sacred Realm, and is not even limited to that. Its hegemony 
extends over many hundreds of galaxies: a new world built from "all" of those whom 


the Workshop of Annihilation has absorbed to this day. 


Indeed, it requires all his efforts, and it can be said that this space is designed to 
allow him to manifest himself in his entirety. The closed battlefield, where there is 
only Magsarion and Khvarenah, will not allow them to influence the outside world, 
no matter how much destruction they create. In part, the first king of evil made this 
choice because of a pact with his daughter, according to which he will postpone the 
destruction of the ashavans until she returns with an answer, but even without this 


he shows genuine interest in the black knight. 
“TI figured I could focus on you here. Do not disappoint me. 


This heralds the beginning of the battle. The first move is gravitational pressure, 


thousands of times greater than Spenta Mainyu. 


Magsarion collapses to the ground, unable to oppose anything. The body, which in 
the battle with Bahlavan received much more wounds than it can withstand, is 
literally crushed into a coma with even greater force. From such a shock, not only 
the atmosphere, but even the light for a moment shatters into pieces. In the blink of 
an eye, the planet becomes no more than a fingernail, but does not stop there, rushing 


towards the real nothing. 


On this, Khvarenah suddenly changes the vector of force to the opposite. The 
physical body, compressed beyond any measure, generates a catastrophic repulsion, 
and this explosion is similar to the death of the universe. This can be compared to 
worldly wisdom brought to its climax, that you can break something only after it 


hardens. 


If you do not take into account the scale, this attack is extremely rational, even 
comparable to scientific experience. Indeed, this is nothing more than a testing 


ground for the Workshop of Annihilation. 


There are no other gods here besides him: everything that he wishes is possible, and 
no undesirable consequences can be expected. The fact that the Dragon Remains 
Star and the Sacred Realm, destroyed a second ago, has already been restored in its 


entirety, also indicates Khvarenah's omnipotence in this space. 
And yet there remains something that alone opposes his will. 
“Of course, you are very strong. And yet I don't understand. 


Magsarion is alive. He fully embraced the recent destruction, yet his sinister figure 


remains carved into this world. Like an indelible scratch. 


“IT recognize in your armor a child I once spawned, but it should not be so 
strong. Extremely curious. It can be understood that in addition to this, you 


have taken several unique Commandments. 
- So what? Do you want me to reveal them? 
No, I'm much more worried about something else. 


The devil's eye squints, determined to find the answer, and Khvarenah moves on to 
the next phase. 
At first it looks like an earthquake, but Magsarion immediately notices that this is 
not it. His body hangs in the air. The earth's crust is flaking off. The ocean waters 
are heaving, almost closing the skies, and everything is flying straight towards the 
equator. Crazy rotation, exceeding a thousand revolutions per second. The 
centrifugal force surpasses gravity, and the entire surface of the planet tends to 
scatter to the sides, but Khvarenah does not allow this. Arrows of plasma shoot out 


of space like a rainstorm, forming a locked cage. 


As a result, Magsarion finds himself in the midst of an unprecedented storm that 
cannot be described by any of the existing languages. Obviously, an ordinary beast 
would not have survived even a second, instantly leaving only lumps of itself, and 
therefore the fact that it still retains its shape deserves praise. In addition, the way he 
cuts the plasma flying at him and the fragment of the planet resembles the 


unrestrained dance of a formidable deity. 


However, Khvarenah's attention is drawn to the fact that Magsarion's hemorrhage 
begins to gradually subside. This is not at all ordinary regeneration or exhaustion. 
And blood, and flesh, and bones, and entrails - all this begins to lose all meaning for 
this man. In other words, it surpasses the functionality and common sense of the 


body, going beyond the laws of physics. Perhaps this is quite close to some kind of 


conceptualization. And if this concept intends to remain unchanged throughout the 
universe, then it will be very difficult to defeat Magsarion with the power of any 


other nature. 


However, to say that he lived up to expectations, unfortunately, is impossible. To be 
more precise, he justified them only in part, and it is not clear whether for the better 


or for the worse. 
- Let's describe the impressions at the moment. 


In a cold whisper, Khvarenah continues his analysis. He has almost finished 
formulating the special features of Magsarion, but there are some issues that haunt 
him. 

Offense—a series of Commandments, one bestowing sharpness in direct proportion 
to one's bloodlust, and another that identifies and creates openings 
Defense—an analogous creation of openings and deft evasion of direct strikes, 


coupled with an immutable and indestructible body. 


This raises no questions. Just because without such power, he would have been killed 
by Bahlavan in less than a second. The problem is that you can’t tell from him that 
he could surpass the notorious locust. According to Khvarenah's calculations, 


Magsarion is inferior to Bahlavan. 


“Don't cut him like that. No matter how unchanged you are, you are not given 


the upper hand over his strength and self-development. 


Khvarenah did not see their battle, but that this Magsarion should not have emerged 
victorious from it, he understands. Frankly, his status is insignificant at its core. 
Whatever tricks in attack and defense are available to him, the ant remains the ant, 
and without a perfectly mastered foundation, they will only be wasted. Indeed, now 


Magsarion could not kill Bahlavan faster than he multiplied. 


And the reason for this is not at all exhaustion or unwillingness. That Magsarion 
belongs to that breed of people who will never give in, Khvarenah understands 
perfectly well. 
He 1s clearly getting weaker. And all the same, the threat that directly contradicts the 
calculated combat potential, from which the soul freezes, does not disappear, but 


only becomes stronger. 
- I do not understand. What are you? 


In front of an unknown adversary, Khvarenah is only puzzled. Of particular interest 
are his eyes - a storm tearing the entire planet covers him with his head, but the 
sparkle in his eyes continues to burn with a bright flame, haunting him. A gaze that 
seems to pierce the very heart, deep, cold and sinister. What is it that he sees? It is 
the thought that the secret of a miracle may be hidden in this that makes the devil 


star speak incessantly. 


- At its core, the growth of strength means its irreversibility. Just as talents lead 
to deeds and thus determine the way of life, beyond a certain point the path can 
no longer be changed, just as it is impossible to leave it. At the very least, he 
does not allow turning back, especially when this strength is enough to defeat 


Bahlavan. So why do you stay at your level? 


The repeated questions that he poses are reminiscent of the wailing of a child 
wandering in the dark. Succumbing to forgotten memories, Khvarenah continues the 
interrogation, not even noticing his own uncontrollable feelings that are beginning 


to seep out. 


- Soar up, ascend to a new level, scatter, take off, release the emanation. 
According to my definition, the limit is the Big Bang, which will continue to 


expand until it is killed by another limit. If you have the necessary quality, do 


not delay, this will only bring destruction. Just like I once did, you... will lose... 


your chance, you will go astray... 

- That's it. 

A moment - and the density of Magsarion's nature soars to immeasurable heights. 
- So you're just a loser? 


Created at the same time, a black flash breaks space like a supernova. With just one 
hit, the insane rotation stops - in fact, almost half of the Annihilation Star Cluster 


shatters into dust. 


It is hard to believe in such a thing. Of course, power also impresses, but Khvarenah 


is speechless at a scale that transcends any limits. 


Now Magsarion is not a recent ant at all. Here it is, here is the power that struck 
down Bahlavan? While Khvarenah is shocked by what has happened, his thoughts 
are already rushing to unravel its principle, and soon he cannot help but groan at the 


realization. 
..-Did you analyze me? 


Magsarion also tried to reveal the secret of his opponent. His eyes are like a scalpel 
whose blade tears through flesh and exposes the core. The realization of the enemy's 
destiny and the appearance of that into the world, no doubt, serves as a trigger for a 
frantic warrior. Therefore, with the change of the enemy, he initially loses most of 
his combat power, but with the fulfillment of the conditions, he shows his true 


potential. 


A blade of genocide that grows sharper the more it understands who it intends to cut, 
the more it kills... This is the essence of the trembling that Khvarenah feels from the 


very moment he meets his opponent. 


He is going to kill me only after he understands everything about me. So he... 
"Just attempt to compare me to you. I have no intention of standing beside you. 


With obvious irritation in his voice, Magsarion heaves his sword over his shoulder. 
The devil's eye in the sky and the furious eyes on the ground are scattering sparks, 


and now they are trying to reveal the truth about each other. 


Lost your chance? It's too late? Yes, indeed, I once experienced similar regrets. He 
let his brother escape, lost sight of the path he was supposed to follow. 


I see, so you... 
- But I didn’t stop fighting. 


As if cutting in two, who noticed his connection with the hero Khvarenah, Magsarion 
continues, ignoring him. Although he partially acknowledges the similarities 


between them, he does so only in order to reject it. 


“Even in the captivity of delusion, I got rid of my face. I vowed that I would never 
replace my brother. Understand? I won't let anyone's dream stain me; I don't want 
anyone to see me as an ally. I decided that I would be left alone, and therefore I 


would fulfill my desire with my own strength. 


Magsarion says that he stood up and fought for this, as if nothing 1s more obvious. 
His disagreement with Khvarenah lies in the fact that he does not rely on outside 
help. 

Influencing one's surroundings with one's authority, creating conditions in which one 
can expect some kind of benefit - such detours are not in the spirit of a raging knight. 
Even in the so-called "delusion", during the times when he lost his way and only 


vented his rage, he still never once offered his blade to others. 


- The brother realized some incomprehensible nonsense, arbitrarily disappeared and 


left those who remained after him to the mercy of fate. Of course, you can say 


beautiful words that he trusted them, that he continues to live in each of them. But 
now he is like a little table monster, in which individual ideas about him are mixed 
up. An abomination, what to look for. You seem to want to watch some other people's 
miracles and think that this will save you. You wait until someone capable of what 
you could not come, and you think that if you become a witness to him, then all your 
past annoyances will disappear. Unbearable lack of will... Some losers who tucks his 


tail before a fight still dares to talk his tongue with an important air. 


Magsarion declares this with a mockery that goes beyond all decency. That his way 


of life belongs to him alone. 


- Beyond some point, the changes will become irreversible, and resistance will only 
bring destruction. What do I care? Who decided what the rule is? I myself decide 
how to escape, and the Big Bang, which suddenly decides to emanate without my 
knowledge, is far from immutable. It is worth accepting some uncontrollable 
phenomenon, “it’s just the way it is”, then sooner or later something uncontrollable 
will crush you, because “it’s the way it works”. Why would I admit it? Precisely to 
prevent this, I look into each of you in the eyes, wash myself with your blood, listen 


to your death cries, and then kill. 


Roaring heartlessness and ruthlessness shake the world. Can self-conceit be more 
immensity? 

Magsarion's logic is absurd but comes with an extraordinary determination that 
brooks no argument. At first glance, the desire to tear the enemy to pieces after a 
detailed acquaintance with him looks like unnecessary trouble, tasteless 


entertainment, but there is no shame or confusion in this. 


He swears that since he decided to swallow the whole world, there should be no 
discrepancies in the process. Perhaps in this Magsarion partly looks like a savior. 


A blade that will not miss any of those who are suffocating in this crazy universe. 


This is the apogee of severity, but you can’t call it unfair - rather, you can even see 


proud readiness in it. 


Khvarenah, who has remained silent, is finally unable to hold back the quiet words 


of admiration. 


“Hegemony... You can’t call it that, though. Hell? In other words, the path that 
only you go. 


This is where changes begin to take place. Slowly, but without question, the world 
begins to creak. Like a shell about to break. Or perhaps he will return to his true 


form. 


— Yes, “everyone” is the population of the universe, which is not limited to the 
categories of black and white alone. Only those who experienced the fall on 
themselves, or those who saw it with their own eyes, have a similar point of view. 
And as a result, it hopelessly breaks each of them. They cannot stand this 
cruelty, this absurdity, the betrayal of the Avesta, in which they believed as an 
immutable law, they understand that they were only puppets of the Truth, and 
therefore they despair, go crazy, fall ill, run away, forget. Similar to what 


happened to me, as to the daughter of Lanka and Madurai. 


Khvarenah begins to remember the past. That he was once sung as a sacred child, 
the hope of all asuras, who descended to the workshop of destruction after the gate 
of fall of universal proportions. The fact that he realized who "everyone" 1s is proof 
of that. However, this is still not enough. The answer, which he really must 


rediscover, lies elsewhere. 


- You summuaueas. Therefore, I should also be summauuuuua. I also had my 
own, unique path. I knew that a miracle is a new world, emanating that little 


one and only that exists in this world devoid of anything definite! 


In order to escape from the rule of God, one must keep in one's heart that which 
cannot be allowed to change. At this moment, Khvarenah finally understands the 


meaning of the words spoken to him by Varhran twenty years ago. 


— May My Unchanging sumequs Save the Universe — Lokapala Vishvakarman 


Vastu... 


The embodiment of the original prayer becomes something that cannot be called 
otherwise than the deed of the radiant Khvarenah. The earth is evaporating, the skies 
are splitting. Numerous stars of galaxies fall down in a single stream, leaving tails 


of light behind them. 


All of them come together to a single, in the twinkling of an eye putting together a 
heavenly structure. Stretching to unattainable horizons, the palace of myriad towers 
obeys the golden ratio to the smallest detail and is devoid of the slightest hint of 
destruction. 

The Eternal City, where the rows of castles and monuments seem to burn with azure 
crystals, is like a fabulous utopia. In terms of architecture, no, in a much broader 
sense, this environment reaches absolute perfection, warding off any damage, like a 


dance of peacock feathers. 


A feeling of purity that overwhelms heaven and earth. Promised eternal prosperity. 
The place is surprisingly devoid of any factors capable of bringing harm to others. 
It is not called upon to take anything for itself, but at the same time it does not look 


down, boasting of its own dignity. 
Instead, it is only... It is absolute, all-encompassing... 


“TI feel that I will achieve a miracle if I can paint you with my color. 


To Magsarion's predatory gaze, Khvarenah responds neither "defeat" nor "kill." No 
wonder, because his nature is rather the exact opposite of destruction. His voice is 


full of soft warmth, and even mercy is seen in his eyes looking down. 


The sacred child of the asuras does not regard "everyone" as his enemy. 
Now Khvarenah cannot give a correct definition of his immutability, and therefore 
is incapable of true emanation, but it can still be said that anyone who dares to go 
against him will undoubtedly go to heaven. At the very least, one who is not on the 


same level will instantly be cleansed of the Avesta. 


Overpainted to the base with the radiance rule. Causing tears of admiration by its 


very appearance, brought to soul-dissolving perfection by "Beauty" ... 
- What a stupid joke. 


Haughtily snorting, Magsarion still remains on his feet, but even he does not put into 
words the fate of this world. Otherwise, he will instantly be absorbed by it. It will be 
painted with it as soon as it recognizes it. It is to this variety that Khvarenahe's 


hegemony belongs. 
Unchanging Beauty... 


The concept of "Beauty" necessarily exists in any era and in any place. One of the 
values that goes beyond good and evil, and the spirit that 1s inherent in it, 1s 
pacification and purification. The touch of true "Beauty" promises salvation. Even 
the most wounded, most unbridled heart will be devoid of suffering and will find 


only peaceful healing and joy. 


Who will become angry in the world of perfect "Beauty"? What can be paid? It will 
not be military power or equalization that will bring an end to troubled times. 


Just being "beautiful" is enough. 


I will grant you salvation. This is what I was born for. 


The clash, which has already gone beyond the scope of the battle, here and now 


raises its "beautiful" curtain. 
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I see a crying baby. I hear him begging me not to leave. Why did I turn away from 


him so insensitively? 


This child is not wrong. As he says, if we had waited even a little, everything should 
have changed. I myself foresaw this and would rather have postponed it, but then 


why did I neglect it? 


The answer is extremely simple. Because I'm just a tool. My duty is always and in 
everything to listen to my master, and I have no right to forget about my duty, 
insisting on my opinion. I myself do not have an ideal of my own, and since the use 


of my power is determined by my owner, I remained silent. 


Just like it has done so far. Whatever I experienced inside, I only went forward, 


carried by the course of circumstances. 
Long, very long, so long that you can't even tell how long this eternity lasts. 


Everyone is dying. Anyone is convinced. Then everything turns over and repeats 
again. The supreme power hammered into me what exactly this universe is a place, 
and I believed that my destiny was to serve her as an instrument and representative 
of her will. Perhaps... I could call myself lonely. Black and white are inseparable, 
and therefore, on the other hand, there was another performer of my duty, but they 
change along with the eras, and this seems to me a much easier fate. I alone am 
obliged to remain unchanged for a long, long time, and although this sounds unfair, 


I could not help it and took it for granted. 


Until I turned my back on that child. 


This was my first memory of the sin I had committed. I've done things I didn't agree 
with many times, but I've never experienced such insane anxiety before. I cursed my 
own function, I was ashamed of my fate, I wholeheartedly despised my weakness, 


which I could not get rid of. 


Unbearable regrets. A mistake that even made me want to die. After endless years of 
my life, I finally met a savior - and left him to his fate. Perhaps he was so "beautiful" 
that I, in my pettiness, on the contrary, felt horror towards him. In a storm that I 
thought was eternal, I suddenly found warmth like a miracle - and involuntarily 


pulled my hand away. Indeed, what greater foolishness can be imagined? 


There is no worse sin than missing a single opportunity in life. It is unlikely that in 
this entire universe there will be a sinner worse than me. That's why I decided that I 


would rather destroy everything. 


“You say you want me. However, is this really your own intention? Could it be that 


you only act as others wish, unable to resist their will? 


A meeting with another hero has already played into my hands. He was much more 
similar than his predecessors, and therefore could both exactly repeat the path beaten 
before him and surpass him. Something in him went beyond any reasonable limits, 


and it even seems scary to me. 


In other words, he seemed extremely attractive to me. Wishing for destruction, I met 


someone who could provide it. 


“So what, you still want to say that you want a miracle?” To tell you the truth, I'd 
rather go to sleep. Not because I'm not happy with you: rather, you're just too much 


like a hero. I feel like my efforts will once again be wasted... 


Talking in hints that seem to test it even seems to me like the behavior of a cheap 
harlot and causes laughter. I am well aware that my age does not mean anything, and 
my communication skills leave much to be desired, so I hope that you will forgive 


me for not being able to express myself differently. 
In fact, I was genuinely happy. I'm glad I met you. 


I want to turn everything around. I want to see a future where things will be different. 
My heart is captivated by this despair, this hope, and in suicidal thoughts about my 


own destruction, I think of you. 


Remember, my hero. If you are so eager to call on a lady who 1s not eager to obey, 
you need to pay an appropriate price for this. If you think I want my own destruction, 
you should also accept the destruction factor. Stain your hands with things that don't 


belong to you. 


Whispering, as if in the ear of a loved one, I approach him with the gait of a predator 


that has discovered its prey. 
Let's go to hell together. Let's walk the path of mortal sin, dreaming of paradise. 


I don't care if they continue to blame me as the main creator of the monster. Because 


I know that good and evil are just empty words. 
This concludes our agreement. Oh, what a shameless act we are committing. 


Enclosed in his arms, I feel my consciousness disappear, scorched by the flames of 
heartlessness and ruthlessness. Even though the “Divine Blade”, which had 
remained unchanged since the very creation of the world, was broken at that 


moment... 


I believe that I will find a new life. In order to create a true miracle, I will go with 


him to the path of hell on earth. 


“...Kh! 


No, I still can't move. Having received an unexpected blow from the gas chambers 
turned into father dolls, all my functions come to a malfunction. Cumbersome 
thoughts and memories overwhelm me and rush in a circle, and Iam simply not able 


to put such a huge amount of information in order. 


Frederica, Montserrat - what are they doing now? Are they fighting with my father? 
Even though I don't have to worry about them, I still think I should stop them. No 
matter how indescribable power the leaders of the murderers possess, the fact that 


Father cannot be defeated by them 1s clear to me as day. 


After all, it's not something that can be interacted with by killing, fighting, or 
anything like that. It is pointless to compare forces with him - more precisely, it is a 


mistake to consider him a living being in general. 


It is an idea - just an infinitely "beautiful" and unchanging rule. What that boy 
became, whom I, through my stupidity, once abandoned ... No, wait, what am I 


talking about? No... Exactly! 
**...Damn! 


Cursing with enough force to bite off my tongue, I finally regain my autonomic 
nerves. Even though I still can't move properly, some of my senses are still 


functioning again. 


The noise of the wind, the smell of blood, the trembling of the brawl transmitted 
through the floor ... Still, the battle really began. I don't have time to unwind. 
I raise my face with difficulty and forcefully open my blind eyes. I have to see it - 
not through the eyes of Montserrat, but myself. 


- I'm sorry. Forgive me... I made you this way. 


I also give complete freedom to the words that themselves leave the mouth that does 
not obey me. And yet I don't think they have anything to do with me. 
The one who owned those memories is also kind of heartless and merciless. He goes 
forward without looking back for a moment, and even now he is somewhere else. I 
may be just her remains, but that's why I want to go my own way. Collect prayers 


and achieve a miracle, as my destiny tells me. 
This time I want to answer him. I want to take this child in my arms. 


“You are the hope, the light of all... Don't say it's too late. You can still return 


everything, save you. 


Based on the sound, I crawl closer to him. Show me your face again, holy child. It 
would be a mistake to let your "Beauty" disappear without a trace, and therefore I 


wish to carve it into my heart. 


This is the meaning of my rebirth as your daughter. I believe this is the redemption 


that is available to me. 


Beauty is sympathetic magic. The power that can cleanse the soul with one touch 
and let it ascend to a new level. Indeed, beauty begets beauty. By the property of 
repainting the environment, there is no idea stronger, and it is not worth talking about 


what kind of power its greatest incarnation is capable of revealing. 
— Eh, what is it? It's amazing how little we can do. 


Even in the voice of Frederica, who is always singing under her breath, notes of 


fatigue begin to sound. Swinging the howling scythe has absolutely no effect. 


- Tell me, Montserrat, is there really no simpler method?” 


- To my great regret, no, milady. For the moment, we can only be content with the 


fact that we have not suffered a similar fate. 


Thanks to the divided veil in front of them, they cannot look at Khvarenah directly, 
and therefore the situation does not get worse. Although there is not a drop of good 
nature in the words of Montserrat, at least in this he is really right. But what about 
those who were not lucky, no, lucky enough to behold the greatest delight for the 


eyes? 


- Listen, Elnaz, aren't you too stubborn for servants? I deign to kill you, and therefore 


be so kind to die beautifully. 


- Please accept my apologies, ma'am. I don't quite understand what you mean. Do 


you understand, Farah? 


- No, not at all. Not the meaning, but even the reason itself. Why do you want to kill 


us, mistress? 
- So it's just ... 
It's useless to argue with them. They can no longer be called our like-minded people. 


The maids had already turned into Khvarenah's relatives. However, he does not 
control them and does not even give them orders. They became "beautiful". 
Bloodlust and other base desires have left them, and now they devote themselves to 
the unchanging "Beauty" as beings of a higher level. Their souls are virginally pure, 
full of chaste peace, and therefore the conflict probably seems to them sheer 
stupidity. Indeed, they show no desire to respond to the furious attack of Frederica 


and Montserrat. 


However, there are still no scratches on them. Having become "beautiful", they are 
unchanged and only stand with smiles on their lips. Already this is enough for them 
to stop the king of evil and a daeva of a special rank. Don't let them go one step 


further. 
- Yes, they are like puppets. I never thought that you had such hobbies, dear brother. 


Had she finally lost the will to continue? With a sigh, throwing her scythe over her 
shoulder, Frederica asks a question. Since the killing is meaningless, further 
thoughtless attack will only make it worse. Such simple logic is available even to 
her. 


Let the conversation by no means be called a safer solution. 


- Come on, can't you hear me? All this time you have been standing with a weak 


look, but you don’t want to say that you are sleeping? 
- My children are not dolls at all. 


His answer is short, and yet it sounds like a clear ringing, resounding high in the 
heavens. Frederica frowns, and Montserrat clicks his tongue - and no wonder. Even 
if they don't see it, the voice alone is enough to make their souls shudder, risking 
becoming "beautiful". However, this time they can only endure. Perhaps they 
manage to maintain the dignity of murderers to the last due to their status, or perhaps 


due to Khvarenah's imperfection. 


The tense silence lasts no more than a second, after which the radiance continues to 


pour out its bewitching voice. 


- The soul that has become a puppet, that has rejected the natural impulses of a living 
being, does not feel anything. This is no different from death and is not the kind of 
being that I desire. 


- Oh, you, really? And it looks like it's the other way around. 


It should be assumed that she answered louder than she should because she was 
trying to block the voice of the interlocutor. The fact that even Frederica is forced to 
resist in this way, once again indicates Khvarenah's exceptionalism. Due to a long- 
standing failure, his astral body plunged into the abyss of feeble-minded 
unconsciousness, but thanks to a collision with the immutability of Magsarion, it 
gradually regains its personality. It's still vague, like waves coming and going, but 
he clearly shows the possibility of minimal comprehension. Therefore, Frederica 


decides that she can only continue, and her tone also becomes stricter. 


- I've always thought about how I'd like to kill you, but I'm not in the mood for that 
right now. I guess not because I changed my mind myself, but because you became 


something else. I can't take you for a living being. 


- Really. I am the unchanging phenomenon. However, I can't pinpoint exactly what 
sort of idea this is, and even though I'm only one step away from it, I can't do it. I 
suppose that's why these children look like dolls to you. This is partly due to the fact 
that they originally possessed utterly empty souls, and yet this does not excuse my 


inability to sa.maseemem show them the way. I find my failure shameful. 


Pointing at the statue-still maids, Khvarenah takes a deep breath. And this behavior 


sincerely amazes Frederica. 
- Shameful? Are you sorry? 


Is he ashamed of his "misdeed"? Khvarenah himself, the Workshop of Annihilation 


she'd heard so much about? 


A short but deep pause is followed by an outrage of such magnitude that it surprised 
even herself. A storm of emotions, which she recognizes as unusual for herself, 


carries the queens of the empty murderers forward. 


Not so much because she does not believe what she heard, but because she cannot 


forgive such a thing. She feels as if she was betrayed insidiously and vilely. 


- Laugh, dear brother - why should you bow your head? You are Khvarenah, the 
creator of destruction, our oldest brother, which means you must have your own 
black responsibility. But if you will be so dishonored, then how can this serve as an 


example?! 
- Milady... 


Montserrat tries to calm her down, but Frederica brushes it off and continues. To tell 
you the truth, she never cared about her status as the king of evil or the war between 
good and evil, and yet there are things she can't close her eyes to. 
It doesn't matter what is good and what is bad. She is not interested in killing because 


she is evil - she simply likes to kill, which is why she raises her scythe. 


If for this she will be called scum, she will agree. If she is praised, she will only 
smile. 


And kill them, whoever it is. 
- The most important thing is not to feel shame, regardless of good or evil. 


Minimal pride, the ability to stick out your chest and say that this is your way of life. 
What's the point if you regret it? 


- My passion is murder and everything connected with it. Bathing in blood gives me 
unbearable joy, and therefore I do it. I will not become like you and weep "ugly" 


about mistakes and failure! 


Frederica makes a proud statement, and Khvarenah's face changes. Following which, 


as if echoing him, a similar change occurs outside. 


- Ugly? 


- That’s right, or have you already forgotten what you managed to do?” How 


comfortable are you. 


Rising in the midst of Lokapala, Magsarion also makes his statement. What 
distinguishes him from Frederica is that he does it with derision and even with 


contempt. 


- | don’t mind if you play the role of a great savior who has rediscovered his ideal, 
but it strikes me that you are going to completely lose any memory of your 
wanderings. You've scattered so much crap all over the place, so how do you have 


the audacity to declare your integrity? 


Feeling no need for a sword, Magsarion defies the celestial radiance with just his 
tongue. Not because he changed his strategy because of the senselessness of military 
power in Khvarenah's hegemony. After all, this will mean that he recognizes 
"Beauty." 


He is just looking for cracks, trying to understand him in order to cut him to pieces. 


- Let’s try to guess your Commandment. You are "obliged to constantly create 


weapons of war" 


- Hey, why are you suddenly surprised? It's obvious, you just have to look at the shit 


you scattered around. 


As Magsarion says, all the creations of the Workshop of Annihilation were weapon 


types. Generating conflicting opposites Mashyag. Damned Melek Tawus. Creator 


daeva god. Sword-like Quinn... Even the Freeze Seal is clearly capable of posing a 
formidable threat on the battlefield. All the other countless artifacts are also, without 


exception, created primarily as weapons. 


However, this is precisely why Magsarion does not miss the discrepancies with the 


current situation. 


- However, I see only buildings here. And how are you going to fight them? Throw 


them? 


Words of mockery become fatal for Khvarenah. The creation of a city and the 


creation of a weapon are indeed fundamentally different. 


- Now you are actively breaking your Vow. It is very curious that in this case you 
still do not die - apparently, the matter is in the notorious “certain feature”. Well, I'll 
have time to think about this at my leisure. Now this is an abstract topic, because in 


fact I want to say that ... 


Magsarion, pointing with his sword, boils with a thirst for blood that can compete 


with the divine will, and declares again: 


- You are ugly—a filthy counterfeit that has stained your essence with the 


Commandment. You are not unchanging. 
Before this remark of the implacable blade... 
- Shut up... 


Khvarenah's objection is like a desperate excuse, and even his voice sounds broken. 


In a sense, the situation is out of control. 


Logically, Magsarion is definitely right. In fact, Khvarenah himself is ready to 


largely agree with this tirade and even feels a certain remorse: 


- Indeed, I am stupid and I am nothing. 


So why is he still trying to argue something, even when shamefully put to a 
standstill? Why does Khvarenah, who should be utterly far from stubbornness, 


hostility and other emotions, discard logic and awkwardly stand his ground? 


Is there some factor that is not so easy for him to recognize? Alas, but it remains just 


as vague and unexplored ... 
- I became myself of my own free will. 


The meaning of the following words spoken by him strikes, first of all, Khvarenah 


himself. Memories pile up in a belated stream, reinforcing his confidence. 


The birth of the sacred child of the asuras was a little later than it should have been, 
and he turned black, unable to resist the fate of the universe turning inside out. 
Countless days of aimless wanderings, cursing about their fate, which can only be 
called bad luck. Thousands of years of darkness, during which "everyone" feared 


him, despised him, hated him as a workshop carrying destruction. 


- I was ugly. I won't deny this. However, my Commandment is not at all a filth 


that I brought upon myself in a blind impulse. 


He was not filled with despair as a result of the fall of the gate and did not become 


unconscious in creating weapons of war. 


Indeed, even in the most hopeless chaos and delusion, the greatest radiance remained 
with him, which he wished to create. Having once seen “it” before his birth, 
fascinated by it to the core, he dreamed of recreating it at any cost, and someday 


meeting “her”. 


- The most precious creature I know of was left powerless, on the verge of 
decay...and executing itself. Therefore, my most cherished desire is to keep 
“her” in my heart and not leave a trace of her suffering. And I will not allow 


this prayer and this choice to be called wrong. 


The feeling that now boils inside Khvarenah is a scarlet flame of anger, which has a 
lot to do with shame. For weakness and stupidity, because of which he missed the 
truth that was the very foundation of his nature ... Anger at his own past, when he 
forgot himself, like a powerless victim of circumstances, and shamefully locked 


himself in his shell. 


- My sin, my ugliness lies in oblivion. And not in any way that I let the "Blade" 


charm me. That's why I have to provide proof. 


Khvarenahe states this almost silently. Even if by his act he will bring only death 
upon himself, the interpretation in which the responsibility for all mistakes is placed 


on "her" is the only thing that he cannot accept. 


Determined to the point of taking his own life, the sacred child sings of his 


conviction. 


- Lam willing to stake my very being in order to bring forth the most perfect of 
blades. 
- Ho-oh... 


Before Khvarenah's unshakable oath, Magsarion, albeit slightly, changes his recent 


assessment. 


- Looks like you're even more of a fool than I thought." And what do you want to 


call your Commandment? 


- Heavenly Radiance of Annihilation, Pushpaka Rata... Knowing no rest, not 
stopping for a moment, I generate weapons whose purpose is war. In exchange 
for the fulfillment of this condition, I constantly improve myself as the 


forerunner of the blade. 


In other words, this is precisely the source of the power that allowed him to grow to 


the size of a hypergiant - and not even stop there, giving birth to the Annihilation 


Star Cluster Workshop of the sky-scarring destruction. Not a radiant halo, but a 
chariot of war that accelerates discord with its black creations. This is how you can 


describe the king of evil Khvarenah. 


The sacred child, who was supposed to save the universe with the unchanging 
"Beauty", was fascinated by the instrument of war in the form of a blade. As 


Magsarion argues, such an existence cannot be called natural. 


However, Khvarenah is proud of him, not the least bit ashamed of it. Proud of the 
contradiction that he found not by going with the flow or by going over to the other 


side, but of his own free will. 


- As long as this desire lives in my heart, the miracle that I desire will sooner or 


later come to light, no matter what happens to me. 
- Did you decide to give up yet? 


Magsarion whispers under his breath as Lokapala creaks before his eyes. The 
“beauty” that the radiance of the Khvarenah was originally supposed to embody is 
the beauty of painting, crafts, architecture, music and poetry, thanks to which all 
living things acquire unsurpassed talents for creating and perceiving art. Therefore, 
both vegetation and animals create a "beautiful" nature, which serves as inspiration 
for intelligent life forms. As a result, the culture is getting richer, the art is developing 
faster, and "Beauty" feeds on itself. Seeing, touching, feeling something "beautiful", 
anyone is filled with respectful calmness, which would put an unconditional end to 


the general discord. 


Since the fundamental idea of such a world is the absence of any bloodshed, the 
“beauty” of weapons and martial arts is incompatible and fatal with it. Having made 


Rapture with the Blade his fetters, Khvarenah was stumped from the very beginning, 


but what happens if he resigns himself to his death and unleashes those contrary to 


hegemony and the Vow? 


If you think sensibly, then both of them will only interfere with each other. However, 


Khvarenah believes in the birth of the blade. It can even be called fanaticism. 


It cannot be written off. Indeed, the fact that even now he does not die from a broken 
Pledge proves his status as a "likeness of a god." God's punishment strikes him blow 
after blow, but he does not retreat a single step; his fate is predetermined, but he feels 


neither regret nor fear. 


- I suppose this is where I will meet my end. Ah, but don't get me wrong. This 


is my cherished desire. 


Shattered by the raging flames of contradiction, yet welcoming it like good news, 


Khvarenah sings of the fissured beauty of annihilation. 


- I will reach my goal. At that fleeting moment, when this universe stands at the 


last threshold, the unchanging prayer will become a reality. 


From the words of these myriad towers of the city merge even more closely, forming 
a single majestic image. Not reaching pretentiousness, but not descending to 
rudeness, this formidable, but at the same time elegant form can only belong to a 


blade. 


The last and greatest of the creations of the sacred child of radiance, in which he put 
his whole being ... At the very moment when it, without the slightest error, headed 


exactly at Magsarion's chest, ready to pierce him here and now ... 
- What a funny piece of trash. 


...Khvarenah welcomes the miracle he wished for by witnessing the Big Bang of 


Death. 


-[... 


Ignoring his tangled legs, I run and hug him with all my might. 

- Q-Quinn? 

- Wait, milady, let her say 

I have no way to worry about the environment, so I can only be grateful for the fact 
that they trusted me. After all, this is our problem with him, and only I can discuss 
it with him, and therefore I want to tell him about my feelings in full. 
There is still mist in my eyes, but I place my hands on the cheeks of the trembling 
sacred child and haltingly begin to speak to him. 

- You are ‘beautiful’, Khvarenah. You're not wrong, you're not ugly. If you have 
stained yourself, it is only my fault. 

After all, it is he who embodies “Beauty”, was born into the world in order to make 
everything and everything “beautiful”. If he had the opportunity to grow up without 
any barriers, he would undoubtedly have erected an impeccable utopia. 


- You must have pierced me because you are incapable of forgiving, right? I put this 


fate of a weapon on you, stained you so that you began to hate me ... 
- No... 


His voice is calm, but the moisture in my palms saturates me with its heat. 


Right now, Khvarenah is crying an uncontrollable stream of tears. 


- | just wanted to create you. I saw you that time, and you filled my soul too much, 
yes, too much... I will not be ashamed of carving the "Blade" in my heart. I won't 
regret it. And I swear that I will not even curse you for disfiguring me. I just wanted 


to dry your tears. 
Khvarenah's hand caresses my cheek gently. 


- I remembered... Having met you, I found my destiny. No matter how short our 
meeting was, when I saw you, I became myself, and therefore I should accept the 
result as inevitable. Please do not mourn for me, O Divine Blade. It would be a 
mistake to let your radiance be dimmed by something as small as my death. 


Khvarenah... 


The fog is finally clearing, and I see my father smiling at me with the smile of a child 
of that time. What a clean and clear, liberated look. Would there be a place for 


conflict in the world if everyone could achieve this? 


Wh 


- Is there really nothing I could do? Even though I have nothing to repay, I'm still 
the daughter you created. It is my responsibility to strive for salvation in the name 


of the future, so let this time we achieve "universal" peace together... 
- Do not worry. 


Khvarenah lightly pushes me in the chest and moves away. Slowly steps back and 


continues with a slight embarrassment. 
- As we agreed, you brought a miracle to me. So, I should also do my duty. 
- Wait, what are you talking about? 


At the moment when I reflexively try to run up to him, a black flash devours the sky 


and the earth. 


In front of the huge blade approaching, Magsarion can't help but smirk. He 
understands that this is the most that a creature corrupted by contradiction is capable 
of, and that such a weapon cannot be considered an impeccable weapon. This is also 
clear from the fact that Khvarenah himself also acknowledged his imperfection and 


revisited it as a reason for pride. 


However, at the same time, his heart, singing the fulfillment of his desire, is also 
devoid of falsehood. Given all this, Magsarion quickly understands the true meaning 


behind the latest creation of the Workshop of Annihilation. 


In other words, it's a grindstone. A kind of means to hone a god-killing sword in 


order to give rise to an even more excellent blade. 


This means that he solves his problems to the last with proxy ... Allows others to do 


what he could not do himself and seeks his salvation in this. 


- Yeah, that's not my style. Not my style at all, but since he's gone this far... For a 


forgery, such a death is quite suitable, I admit. 


Magsarion raises his sword high above his head and lets out a roar that can shake the 


universe itself. 
- You're ugly, but I like it! 


The swing that followed is no longer just a slashing attack - it's a miracle that leaves 
such borders far behind. Khvarenah forms five hundred and seventy-four galaxies - 
in addition, he comprehended the rule of the creation of the world, albeit imperfect, 


which means that it can be assumed that this makes it millions of times denser. 


But so what? After all, that's all it is. Magsarion already knew everything there was 
to know about Khvarenah. In addition, he decided to exterminate "all" those who 


make up the rule of the universe. 


The universe is made up of trillions of galaxies. The raging warrior, determined to 
bring genocide to each of them, simply cannot yield to such an insignificant enemy. 


From the point of view of elementary arithmetic, the winner was utterly obvious. 


Lapis lazuli shattering into pieces, crumbling Lokapala. The celestial glare splits 
exactly in the middle, and the entire Annihilation Star Cluster, without exception, 


turns to dust. 
Blade of Destruction. 


Where did you come from and where are you going, Magsarion? Even these 
questions do not make any sense to him, and he follows forward, overcoming 


mountains of corpses and rivers of blood. 


Yes, he is running. Doesn't stop. This is not enough, very little. Every living thing in 


this world makes mistakes. 
- Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! 


Howling loudly with delight, he is tinged with hatred from head to toe, but there is 
also an impressive majesty in this. This frantic idea, which no longer fits into the 
usual celebration of victory, is the most eloquent description of the man named 


Magsarion. 


The savior of the scorched wasteland, who will put an end to the empty puppet show 
of the Avesta, will give meaning to life and meaning to death. "I will make you clear 
who you are," he promises, intending to devour all the supplications that dance to 


the tune of his deity. 


He has no intention of missing anyone, let alone letting them escape. After all, it is 
the underworld, which he crosses knee-deep in blood as the greatest madman of this 


mad world, is the immutable truth of the furious blade. 


The foot he puts out steps where there is nothing. Without using the gift of the Star 
Spirit, he initially had no need for it. As long as he has prey left, the battlefield 


remains, he will trample them under his feet until the end of time. 


A black comet soaring up to the heavens along an invisible staircase... Heartlessness 


itself begins its run. 
- How wonderful... 


Dissected diagonally along with the stellar body, Khvarenah, from the astral body of 
which only half remained, looks at him, hanging in the air. The impending raging 
blade sends shivers through his body. Joy and delight sing in the chest, not going to 


subside. 


- “Beautiful”, “beautiful”, you are “beautiful” - what a blade! 


Here and now, he finally acknowledged his immutability, putting it into words. He 
wants to shout them out again and again, to sing them for as long as he likes, without 


end. 


- I was fascinated by her. Therefore, I swore to create weapons. And even if as a 
result I distorted the essence of "Beauty", became a workshop of destruction, I have 


nothing to regret! 


Even though he forfeited the right to ascend the throne of a god, his plea for the 
creation of the blade remains immortal, continuing to shine for eternity. If he 
considers this a stupid mistake, then he will probably only defame her name. 


Because he is satisfied with such a fate. 
Imperfect, counterfeit, and ugly— but yet it is Khvarenah! 


- The path I took was tortuous, but it led to my contribution to your birth. And that's 
enough! If you want to mock my dependence on others, then laugh. If you want to 
say that I only created the conditions in which I waited for the desired miracle to 
appear, then it is so! What's wrong with lack of will? Just try to bet, I decide how I 
run! It was this moment when I found you "beautiful" ... and became the answer for 


me! 


If Khvarenah had not existed, Varhran's death would have been different, and 
Magsarion would certainly have become a completely different creature. A parallel 
opportunity would have a prepared alternative that could produce similar results, but 
in the end it is just an alternative. It is safe to say that a truly similar blade would not 


have been born. 


Therefore, his deed definitely bore fruit. Khvarenah has nothing to be ashamed of, 
and he can be proud of the fulfillment of his dream. Even though he himself did not 


achieve it, but Magsarion is a man who has found a miracle. 


- Give me salvation, O ‘beautiful’ blade. Let my plea into you, as proof that I was a 


small part that formed you! 
- ... Let it. 


A blast of destructive wind rushes past and shreds the sacred child of radiance into 
small pieces. Spatters of blood and tears of gratitude hang in the vacuum, and the 


first king of evil is devoured by the heartless blade. 


After that... as if it goes without saying, the black knight continues to run. He just 


doesn't know how to stop. 
I remember the deal. 


In the sky hang the dissected, crumbling remains of the Workshop of Annihilation. 
There is still some delay before they disappear, and there are still others inside. 
So, it remains only to comply with the agreement. Deep beneath his helm, Magsarion 


sharpens his fangs as he remembers the young lady's vow. 
Let's postpone our rendezvous until we clear the interference. 


He slew Bahlavan. He slew Khvarenah. So, we can say that the preludes are over. 


So, let's get down to the ill-fated courtship. 
- You’re next, I won’t forgive you a single breath again! 


The man running the path of the underworld rushes to the dreaming maiden. 
To consume the unchanging love of the princess of murder, granting her the salvation 


of death 
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Initially, this union had only a political character. He was just trying to make the 
circumstances behind it look decent: both sides understood that such a relationship 


is usually not laudable. 


However, at the same time they challenged the accepted norms, they believed that 
there was nothing wrong with that. They have their own duty, which does not give 
them the opportunity to indulge in personal experiences. In order to protect the 


common dream, this active covering of tracks became their duty and destiny. 


At least for him, that's what kingship is all about, and he doesn't think that once he's 


got the lead role, he should shine in it. 


Indeed, at the time when he realized that he was not born for this, he was not at all 
offended by this - on the contrary, he was rather proud of tt. 
To lay down the greatest legend about the true protagonist, who finally revealed 


himself - this desire was for him the only and inimitable. 
- That’s how... Varhran is already interested? 


A soft female voice was heard from behind Sirius standing on the balcony. Without 


even turning around, he could feel her smile. 


- Perhaps we should say that he is true to himself. I am sure that he is driven solely 
by concern for you: do not let this sadden you. 


- Understand. 


Sirius nodded at his "wife's" opinion, though he never turned to face her. Eight years 
have passed since their meeting, and seven years since the wedding, but he still could 
not get rid of some detachment, blaming himself in his soul, but continuing to speak 


in a businesslike tone. 


- However, I'm starting to tire of discussing my relationship with you. Since she and 
Nahid have decided to postpone their wedding, it remains for us to set an example 
for them. 
- You mean for the common good? 
- Exactly. And your talk about how unworthy you are, I 'm not going to listen to 
anymore. The public is already aware of the Divine Blade of Varhran, which means 
that as its priestess, you have already become part of the legend. You are more than 


fit for the role of royal consort. 


There was a note of weariness in Sirius' voice. He wondered how long and winding 
the road had been that had led them to this. 
The so-called Divine Blade was shrouded in mystery at first. There is no record of 
him, and the fact that they managed to find an ancient line of blade priestesses on 
this planet can be called pure coincidence. Perhaps everything was arranged in such 
a way that only something like fate could show the way here, but be that as it may, 


public awareness could be called close to zero. 


Therefore, when Varhran was elected to the role of the current "owner", Sirius was 
going to announce it on a grand scale, but due to various circumstances, this became 
impossible. Moreover, unfortunately, the Divine Blade had to be kept in the strictest 
confidence, and it took eight years to adjust the story to the situation, which led them 


to this conversation. 


- I won’t try to justify him, but it’s time for us to really put everything in its place. 
You don't mind, do you? 
- If you really want it. 


- What do you want to say? 


Sirius turned around and looked into the face of his wife, who was sitting on a chair 


by the window. Her bright blue eyes burned with a sincere light, just like on the day 


they first met. It is obvious that she is wholeheartedly devoted to her goal, whether 
it be the fate of good when they met or the well-being of her husband now. In the 
fact that they prefer to elevate not themselves, but others, they can be called kindred 


spirits. 


That's why he took her as his wife. The feeling that together with her he could strive 
to embody his ideals was not at all false, and one can say that in this he trusts her 


more than anyone else. Let him still not understand whether to call it love. 


- I have nothing to be sorry about. Otherwise, I would have executed you eight years 
ago. 
- Yes. However, I do not wish to stand in the way of your happiness. 


- Happiness? What nonsense... 


His happiness is the victory of his friend and Ashavans alike. Sirius grunted under 
his breath, sure that there was nothing else in this, but the woman shook her head 


sadly. 


- | hope you will forgive my rudeness. And yet I can't help but feel like you've come 
to terms with something. If it's my fault, then I'm truly sorry, and if it's not too late 
to fix it... 


- It's just your imagination. 
Briefly interrupting her, Sirius took his wife by the hand and lifted her to her feet. 


- Indeed, I had to leave a lot behind and come to terms with it. The clearest examples 
are the innocent subjects whom I failed to save, and the subordinates whom I sent to 
certain death, but I do not forget about them for a moment. Therefore, I believe that 
we must win, and for this we need your help. Really, I don't want you to stay locked 


up here any longer. 


: But... 


- Don't even go on. It's a settled issue, Quinn. 


Sirius called his wife by name and pressed her to his chest. This act was almost 


unconscious: perhaps he did not want her to see his face. 


- If you feel uneasy in me, then fix it yourself. Even if I am a fool who does not 
understand even my true desires, but the duty of a wife is to inspire contentment. 
- Your Majesty... 
- Of course, I don't require you to work on this alone. Just as a wife has a duty, so a 


husband should fulfill his. 
After a pause, the woman replied to this statement of Sirius: 
- In that case, leave behind an heir. I agree to have your child. 


Indeed, when it comes to marital duty, this is remembered first of all. And when 
marriage is concluded for political purposes, such a thing can be called its mandatory 
component. 

Perhaps on this day, Sirius hesitated precisely because he almost realized his 


“humility”, just as she noticed ... 


Sirius turned to the side, pretending not to find words, but the woman turned his 
head back with both hands. As if gently chiding him for not being able to stand up 
straight. As if declaring that the truth is ready to fulfill its duty as a spouse. 


The eyes that gazed at him shone with a mixture of piercing determination and love. 


- If I have to live in the capital, then sooner or later I will meet the boy face to face. 
Considering the nature of Varhran, this may not bother him, but it will be very 
difficult for me and for you. Therefore, I believe it behooves us to forge our own 


bonds and meet the decision of the Divine Blade with an open visor. 


- Do you consider such thoughts selfish? 


- No, your words are not devoid of common sense. 


Sirius realized that he had failed to smile, and now it seemed more like he was 
laughing through his tears. A weakness that a man should be ashamed of. However, 
even so, his wife accepted him, declaring that she was ready to fight with him 
shoulder to shoulder. 
How strong are women? Or maybe it's her strength? Considering this sweet yet bitter 


thought, the holy king nodded. 


- So, what are you suggesting? As soon as others find out about your pregnancy, we 
will disclose our relationship publicly. On the other hand, until you carry a child in 
you, we will continue to live as we live now. 
- Forgive me this whim. However, I believe that this solution is the best way to help 


you. 


So that Sirius leaves his doubts behind and can walk the path of the king that he 
wants. The loyalty in his wife's unclouded gaze was genuine, just like his own desire 
to stand up for her. 
So, he had no choice but to go and meet her. In the end, it all started with the fact 


that he vowed never to let her cry again. 


- As you wish. However, today I am especially busy, and therefore I will not be able 
to visit you SO often 

- Then repay me for this tonight. No, I won't let you go that easily. 
- Well, how did you learn to bicker! 


This time he managed to grin sincerely. After that, the silhouettes of a man and a 


woman overlapped each other, merged into one and plunged into the box. 


Khvarenah's attack on the holy realm, as well as Varhran's untimely death, took place 


two months later. 


Rumble - a wave of unthinkable destruction scatters in all directions, as if 
announcing the end of the world. Indeed, right now, without any exaggeration, the 
whole world has perished. The sky-clouding Workshop of Annihilation splits in two 


and begins to disintegrate. 


This is nothing short of a real miracle. The diabolical attack that doomed the entire 
cosmos to the abyss of despair for more than two thousand years was stopped here 
and now. Moreover, with a single blade that cut a hypergiant - a method so absurd 


that it was impossible to imagine. 


Even a naive child could not have imagined such a death. However, this is an 
undeniable reality, and that is why it can be called a miracle. Even all those who 


have witnessed this are already part of history, far from everyday life. 


The twelve lords of the holy realm and the concubines of the Dragon Remains Star 
join hands and indulge in joy. As if having forgotten the irreconcilable struggle 
imposed by the Avesta, they do not shy away from and do not despise each other. 
And although it is difficult to discern any specific emotions on the face of the 


prisoner in the arms of Roxanne Arma, even she does not show obvious antipathy. 


If we talk about absurdity, then this 1s an absurdity no less than the death of the king 
of evil. Excited blacks and whites have not lost their heads from temporary 


excitement, but remain sane, overcoming the line between good and evil. 


Ashavans, who were called miserable insects and treated for many years. 
Drujvants, who were despised as filth and whose death was considered the triumph 


of justice. 


Moreover, they frivolously congratulate each other, like old friends, sharing sincere 
joy among themselves. Such a new vision of "all" did not manifest itself at all due 


to the combat power of Magsarion. 


A fierce warrior, whose vector is always directed only at destruction, does not have 
the power to show such a spectacle. It is the power of government, the power of 


dominion—in other words, the embodiment of the deed of a king. 
- He's not bad. I like it, I want him for myself! 


With an innocent gleam in his eyes, Kaikhosru gazes at the heavens and cannot hide 
the joy in his voice. Standing next to him, Sirius, as expected, looks up much more 
calmly, without changing his stern expression. 
Dragon King and Holy King. The picture of a mixture of enemies and allies that 
unfolds here is the result of their union, which influenced each of their subordinates. 


Perhaps their presence repaints the structure of souls into something else. 


Magsarion's victory really played a decisive role, but only by confirming the 
correctness of the royal hegemony: this cannot be called a personal achievement of 
a furious warrior. At least, this is how what is happening was accepted by those 


present here, and it is really not so easy to deny it. 


Kaikhosru arbitrarily decided that shedding blood on the front lines was simply 
reckless, and the king should not go this way. As a result, he defeated Bahlavan and 
Khvarenah without getting a scratch, which means that his pride in his dignity as a 
winner is devoid of logical contradictions. That is why even now Kaikhosru sees in 


Magsarion just a pawn. Praises the servant for a well-done job, even more convinced 


of his’ desire to master this blade - but no more. 
The universe itself and everything that exists in it belongs to me. The greedy nature 
that intends to make incessant desire an inheritance proves that he is also one of 


those supermen who have a "universal" point of view. 


- What's the matter, Sirius? You look gloomy. It can't be that you belatedly began to 
be afraid of how sharp he IS. 
- Of course. Although your carelessness amazes me. 


- Ho-oh, so you think I have something to be afraid of? 


Kaikhosru squints and chats without ulterior motives, while Sirtus answers him in 


an emotionless voice. 


- Our interests with him for the most part coincide. Therefore, he will not interfere 
with me until I achieve my goal, and after that it will be deeply indifferent to me 
whether he kills me or not. However, is this true in your case? It won't be long before 
its edge turns on you, and I'm curious how you'll handle it. 
- So you don’t want me to be finished off too unceremoniously? 
- Exactly. If possible, I would like to keep our rivalry going as long as possible. 


- Hmm, I understand. However, your fears are unfounded. 
As if ignoring empty ramblings, Kaikhosru snorts and purses his lips into a smirk. 


- As if I could lose to someone who doesn't know 'desire'. My dream is not so petty 
as to yield to someone who can only kill. Well, I may have to spend a few more, but 


my spending always pays me back. 


His statement is devoid of any evidence base, but it is based on unquestioning 
confidence. Kaikhosru says that his wealth is not able to run out, and even if he has 
to transfer it to other investments, it does not decrease in total - rather, he only 


becomes richer. 


Blind faith that he is not one of those who are taken away from. With this oath alone, 


the brilliant dragon king rules, resting on the treasures of the universe. 


- Even those devoured by this blade will sooner or later become mine in a different 
form. So don't be SO sad, Sirius. 


- What are you talking about? 


The Holy King furrows his brows suspiciously, and Kaikhosru turns in his direction 


with a childlike innocence on his face. 
- What do you think I don't know? Frederica is yours... 


He starts talking, but does not finish - by his own will or because he was reined in? 
It is only clear that the air around Sirius immediately changed. His face did not even 
flinch, but a languor close to the thirst for blood begins to be seen in it. 


Recognizing this, Kaikhosru cheerfully grabs his sides. 


- It's better, suffer, suffer. Relish your inability to save your spouse, carry on her 
legacy, even be there for her last moments. Until you realize what you really gave 
up all hope for. 


- Nonsense. If you want to scratch your tongue, do it without me. 


Not honoring his unsociable ally with an answer, Kaikhosru only continues to smirk. 
Then he looks up and loudly addresses the one who still remains in the wreckage of 


the Annihilation Workshop. 


- Farewell, little sister. May you bloom beautifully at least in the end. After all, your 


esteemed dad does not even want to know you! 


Giving it up for last, Kaikhosru turns and walks away, while Sirius, left alone, looks 
up as if following him. Although his face does not show any manifestation of 


emotions, in his soul he remembers the face of a single girl. 


My beloved, your majesty, my king, my savior... 


Passionate breath of her voice. The feeling and warmth of the body that received him 


in the memory is still distinct, right down to the aroma of those moments. 


However, if he is asked if he loved her, he will not be able to give an answer. Already 
because he does not consider himself capable of such feelings at all. 


And yet, if he can repay her in any way, then at least by getting rid of this nightmare. 
It was all just a dream. You didn't make any mistake, and I'm the only one to blame. 


Our oath is a mirage, and if the filth and sin generated by it turned out to be the same 
mirage, then there is no reason for regrets. It is enough to let them unwind, as dreams 


should be, and sleep peacefully with an immaculate soul. 
You will wake up in a much cleaner world. And let me not be in it anymore ... 
As if talking in a whisper to himself, Sirius also turns around and leaves. 


- ... This time, I will keep my word and prevent you from crying. 


8 
— Khvarenah! 


My cry is swallowed up by a black flash and disappears into the roar of the universe. 
The situation was completely out of my control, but what exactly happened is clear 


without words. 


The sacred child of hope that remained in my memories, and concurrently my father, 
the first king of evil, was destroyed. And this was done by none other than 


Magsarion. 


Such an act does not fit in the head, and yet other options do not come to mind. The 
intelligence I sensed at the moment of the disaster was similar to the pleading I 
experienced in the Sky Burial Zone. The unsurpassed bloodlust, which can even be 
mistaken for divine will, cannot belong to anyone other than Magsarion. This means 
that he succeeded in the battle with the third king of evil, and therefore, our task is 


completed. In other words, we won. 


Two of the seven absolute evils, which were probably considered the strongest, were 
defeated. If we count Mashyan, three were defeated, and in terms of the status of 


opponents, this can be called a feat that surpasses Varhran. 


However, I do not find the strength to sincerely rejoice at this. Of course, part of the 
reason is the sinister way of life of Magsarion and the mysterious intentions of His 
Majesty and Kaikhosru, but this silent hesitation in the soul is not caused by them 


alone. 


I mourn for my father, for Khvarenah. I feel sadness in relation to the leader of the 


enemies, whom I am obliged to destroy as an ashavan and as a yazata. 


Considering I've seen his past, that's not all that surprising. While I'm still not sure 
about the me that saw it all, I can at least understand that Khvarenah was my 


colleague who made the fall. 


What is it that did this to him? Where lies the line between good and evil? Young 
Magsarion said with disgust that the whole world is unstable and vile, and I feel that 
I really begin to lose my purpose. Since I initially acquired it in outsiders, I have 
nothing resembling my own unchanging conviction, and when common sense itself 


collapses, I crumble along with it. 


Even the fact that I consider this fact pathetic and shameful seems to me my own 
shortcoming. I can’t even act like a real tool, which with a clear conscience admits 


its uselessness with the death of the owner, but I’m just stomping halfway ... 
- What should I do now? 


The light of destruction fills my vision, and the dying convulsions of the Annihilation 


Star Cluster throw me into the air, when suddenly someone grabs me from the side. 
- Are you all right, Lady Quinn? 
- Montserrat? 


I guess the interlocutor by the voice and feel how he smiles at me in response. I rub 
my eyes, lift my face and actually see him as he zips through the cold remains of the 
star. Turning around, I no longer see a trace of the castle of Khvarenaha, in which 


we had just been ... 
- Not... 


Wait, something's wrong. As soon as I become aware of the situation, the anxiety 


generated by this chill runs down my spine. 
- Where are we? 


The surrounding area is too unfamiliar to me. Of course, this star is already too 
bizarre to describe it somehow, and yet the relief is clearly unlike what we saw 


immediately after leaving the gorge. 


Now Montserrat, holding me in his arms, is running across the endless plain ... Then 
how much distance has he covered in such a short time? A jump beyond the horizon 
of a hypergiant is not one thousand kilometers. And in general, if you think about it, 


the flash that cut this absurd celestial body should also have been unimaginably 


huge. Therefore, we could hardly dodge it, and I should have been cut along with 


Khvarenah - and I can think of only one way to avoid this. 
- Did you teleport? 
- Yes, | admit it. The situation was an emergency, I hope you will forgive me. 


At my question, the black butler immediately nods. At first, he said that he could not 
teleport due to dependence on the garden rule, but this turned out to be a lie, and in 
fact he is quite capable of it. Moreover, his teleportation is quite advanced, being 
able to move others without body contact. It turns out that with its help, he threw me 


as far as possible and saved me from certain death. 


- You see, I have been using it for a long time, and since the local geography is 
unfamiliar to me, the destination came out a little uncertain. However, apparently, 


this was enough to avoid difficulties, which cannot but cause relief. 
- And Frederica and the others? 


- | threw them a little farther away from here. I believe that I could not adequately 
show you the way only because of the difference in color, and I have no excuse for 


this. 


Montserrat's quick reply only reinforced my doubts. His position is clear to me less 
and less. He presents the difference in color as a class distinction, but at the same 
time he saved me, and even hides his true power from the murderers, who, in theory, 
are his comrades-in-arms. Whose ally is he and what does he want? Ifhe can teleport, 


why didn't he teleport me from this star? All this is just more and more puzzling. 


This must be immediately clarified and put in place. But although I am aware of this, 


the tongue does not want to obey me. 


After all, I realized that he would immediately come up with his own plausible 
answer to any question. And I already foresee that I will not be able to object to him 
and I will change the topic. This outcome is obvious to me, and it makes me feel so 


unbearably disgusting... 
- Put me down. | don't think we're in any danger here. 


As if inadvertently, I mutter under my breath and push Montserrat in the chest. From 
this, he immediately gets up and gently lowers me to the ground according to my 


request. With reverence, like a knight guarding his mistress. 
- Have you been hurt? 
- Not really... 


I forcefully shake my head at these overly polite tones and demeanor as nausea-like 


anger boils in my chest. 


Especially those eyes... From the very moment we set foot on this earth, this look 
haunts me, piercing me even now. What's wrong with you, stop already. 


You are a drujvant, you are a daeva, you are a murderer... 


Why is this man looking at me like he cherishes his greatest asset? 


Good and evil, black and white. Avesta, Avesta, Avesta, Avesta! 


While everything around me is literally collapsing before my eyes, I am acutely 


aware of how uncertain the world is. I myself do not notice how I turn to screaming: 
- Draw your weapon, Montserrat, I challenge you!” 
- Why? 


- Are you still asking? It is obvious! We are sworn enemies! It was still only a 


temporary alliance to defeat Khvarenah. And since he's dead, we're just going back 


to our original relationship. There is nothing strange in this. I am a yazata, and 


therefore I am obliged to fight evil in the name of the common good. 
- | will refrain. Not in the mood. 


I rush at Montserrat with my fist, but he pulls him aside slightly and sighs. Unable 


to cope with my own acceleration, | fall to the ground and only feel more miserable. 
- Then kill me... 


- I will also refrain from that. You know that murderers don't consider non-humans 


who don't pose a threat as prey. However, you should start with... 
At this point, Montserrat pauses, and then continues in a deadly serious tone: 


- ... That I'm just a tool, and therefore I have no right to talk about the dignity of a 
murderer. 


- Kh! .. 


An instrument, a slave of the Commandment, a puppet that moves according to the 
pleas of outsiders... The fate laid on his shoulders resembles mine, but his behavior 
is full of unshakable pride, clearly indicating that he believes in his own way of life. 
But what, in comparison with him, is the unsightly object that arbitrarily 


appropriated the name Quinn? 


- I already... can't even be an instrument. Even before I was born, I imbibed the 
prayers of Quinn, and after that I collected miracles according to the order of my 
father and the Avesta... But what is the victory that was imposed on me? What about 
hope? What about justice? Khvarenah passed away with a smile on his face, but I 
don’t even understand what he found salvation for himself: I realize only how 
miserably I crawl on all fours, torn apart by doubts. An instrument that doubts its 


purpose is so ridiculous that it does not even cause a smile. 


- Lady Quinn, your position embodies the duality of this world. 
However, Montserrat does not at all think of mocking, but quietly addresses me. 


- Indeed, in the past you were an impeccable instrument. However, doubts about 
such an existence have directed you along a different path that you yourself have 
chosen. He is quite familiar to me, and that is why I knelt before Sir Varhran. 
Is there anything wrong with having doubts, Lady Quinn? You are amazing now like 


never before. It is that you doubt that is the whole point. 


The essence of what has been said does not reach me immediately, but its gravity, 


which cannot be ignored, permeates me through and through. 


- Perhaps the one who goes forward with a single goal, who is able to stand without 
a moment's hesitation, truly deserves to be called immutable. However, this has its 
own risk. With such a step, the slightest mistake can become irreversible. 
I dare say the Divine Blade feels the same way. It may be that now its base is headed 
by a little heartlessness and ruthlessness, but it certainly left you behind as a 
loophole. So, you don’t need to try once again to find a clear answer - you can remain 


“indecisive”. You just need to remember to challenge everything you see. 


While Montserrat calmly says all this, I can only look at him frantically with wide 
eyes. It's still hard for me to understand what it leads to, but I managed to understand 


something. 
- Can I... hesitate? 
- Yes. Rather, it is the path that is available only to you. 


I know that a tool is not destined to have its own fixed purpose. However, the fact 
that I feel shame because of this and find no place for myself, Montserrat calls it just 
that. Praises me as a unique phenomenon precisely because I am unattractive and 


incapable of taking sides. 


- Whatever happens in the future, whatever our world becomes, you can’t lose your 
doubts about whether it’s all for the best. After all, you are a symbol of the regrets 
that she left behind. Remind the one squeezing you of your weight and serve him 


with a bulky, awkward blade to handle. 


As he said, in order to leave a loophole. To be that anchor that, even a little, will 


keep in check the unbridled pace of heartlessness and ruthlessness. 
- And this is... the way I should go...? 
- It is true. 


Montserrat's polite yet soft smile is mystically convincing and _ sincere. 
As an instrument, he has no doubts about himself and does not hesitate like me, and 
therefore I understand that now he only serves as a representative of someone else's 
will. Still, I don't think he can be called a soulless messenger. The murderer, who 
independently chooses his masters, in theory should only listen to the orders of the 


one whose will he follows ... 
Which means... As I think about it, I find myself smirking. 


- You know, you are a very spoiled type. You only do that you choose outlandish 


masters for yourself. 
- I'm afraid I don't know what to say. So you understand, Lady Quinn? 
- Of course, it's obvious. 


Surely the true owner of Montserrat, to whom he is so respectful, is the previous 
Divine Blade. To this day, he performs the task given to him according to her order. 
And judging by his wording, she still exists. Watching us from where no one can 
find her. Laughs at us. A shiver runs through my entire body. Yes, it seems to me that 


I am about to unravel this tangle of destinies, I will understand everything ... 


- Well, you know, I already searched you. So where were you? 
- BUT!.. 


Hearing a sudden voice, I jump back on instinct alone. A gust of wind, a rumble - 
the very ground on which I had just stood, as if mowed down by a huge blade. In the 
midst of the debris of a dead star on the verge of collapse, with a scythe on her 


shoulders, a fair -haired girl smiles. 
- Frederica! 


- Yes, good to see you in good health, Quinn. Now we can return to our daily business 


without any second thought. 


Behind the elegantly squinting Princess of Murder, you can also see her maids. 
Perhaps the curse was lifted with the death of Khvarenah, but no echoes of "beauty" 


can be discerned in them. 


“T found the time”... I almost say, but immediately I feel excessive irony in this. After 


all, a similar idea was just put forward by none other than myself. 


We are sworn enemies. Since we have done our job, we are only returning to the 


original relationship. There is absolutely nothing strange about this. 
- Then let's get started. 


Frederica advances, spinning as if in a pirouette. I do not have time to give her an 


immediate rebuff and I feel death in the onslaught falling on me, however ... 
- Oh-oh-oh, what are you up to, Montserrat? 
- Quite right, my apologies. I'm just following the instructions given to me. 


My head stays where it is, and instead a scythe clatters off some other weapon. 


In addition, the back of a black butler appears to my eyes. Montserrat protected me 


and fought back the fourth king of evil. Moreover, the amazing events do not end 


there. 


- Ido not understand what you are talking about. It seems that I did not give you the 
command to interfere with me ... However, okay. Elnaz, Farangis - I'd like to have 


some fun with Quinn, and take Montserrat on yourself... 
- Submit to me. 


Frederic is interrupted by another order. And these short words lead to a result that 


is hard to believe. 
- I'm sorry, milady, I hope you won't hold a grudge against us. 
- We have always been followers of Mr. Montserrat. 


One by one, the maids leave their mistress and come over to our side. No, according 
to their words, none of them ever obeyed Frederica at all? In fact, the Garden of 
Bloodshed was controlled by Montserrat. With the exception of cases like 


Khvarenahe, the allegiance of murderers always belonged to this particular man. 


Left all alone, Frederica is now a real naked queen. Despite her incredible strength 
and accomplishments in the field of assassination, she lacks the charisma that would 
make her subordinates admire her. What does she think about what happened, 
standing with her mouth open in amazement? In part, I’m even scared to imagine it, 


and I feel an indescribable anxiety growing in my chest ... 
- Sure, clear, how is it? That's bad luck ... However, now it's all the same, let it be. 


Frederica, on the contrary, lowered her head and muttered something under her 
breath. Her shoulders tremble, as if from tears, but at the same time, as if 
foreshadowing an imminent surge of rage. However, the truth is that the whole star 


trembles at once. The rumble that serves as a prerequisite for the collapse has been 


going on for a long time, but this trembling is different from it, endowed with a clear 


will, and little by little ... approaches. 
- This is indeed... 


It can't be - no, I know that there is no other answer and cannot be. While the 
vibration under my feet makes me shudder too, Montserrat speaks to himself. 


With expectation, as if offering a prayer. 


- Have you honored us with your attention, mistress? This is the death of 


In a fraction of a moment... The earth diverges, as if during an eruption, and lifts me 
into the air. I don't have time to hear what Montserrat said, and instead I see an 
ominous silhouette in the armor of hatred. Against the background of a storm of sand 
and magma worthy of being called the remains of Khvarenah, the furious gaze 
burning in the depths of the helmet is full of a thirst for blood that threatens to cut 


the universe itself. 
- How I have been waiting for you, Sir Magsarion ... 


Frederica suddenly raises her head with an exclamation. As if clutching a red thread 
in his hands, he succumbs to a storm of emotions and screams, almost breaking into 


tears. 


- In the end, I have no one but you. Come on, come on - let's go where no one has 


been before us! 


The second and probably the last moment of intimacy between the raging warrior 
and the Princess of Murder. Whatever its outcome, I realized that until it became 


clear, no one could intervene between them. 
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In the first moment of their collision, Frederica was cut into a thousand pieces. 
Everything that can be called weak spots is atomically crushed with shameless 
thoroughness, clearly proving that the black knight, needless to say, thinks of nothing 


but killing. In addition, it goes without saying that this girl is immortal. 
- Ka-a-ak bo-o-olno! 


The nail of the little finger pierces Magsarion's armor, and Frederica grows out of it 
in an instant. Moreover, she screams with delight and throws him with all her might. 
The remains of the Annihilation Workshop, spewing explosions like seething waves 
again and again, will surely crumble into dust very soon. The end of this world is 
already close, but the queen of murderers does not even notice what is happening 


around. 


Laughs under the thinning skies above. She sings as rainstorms, furious winds and 
dancing lightning cover her head, and the luxurious gold of her hair burns with a 
bright flame. Her eyes sparkle with a charming brilliance, covered with a pitiful veil, 


as if they are about to melt ... 

- It hurts, it hurts unbearably - and yet I'm so glad! 

Her happiness 1s so great that she cannot contain her trembling. 
- Severed places are so hot. Such ... This is the first time for me! 


Frederica is not at all devoid of pain. Any wounds on her heal in the blink of an eye, 
and therefore she does not have any bodily defects, and no physical obstacles have 
power over her. However, the fact that she is experiencing pain for the first time is 
not a lie at all, but the pure truth. The Hollow Princess of Murder only "knew" the 


pain, but did not "feel" it, unable to understand what it was that bestowed such a 


feeling on her heart. Suffering is foreign to her. Neither anxiety, nor horror, nor 


sadness, nor anger, nor hatred are known to her. 
Besides, she doesn't die. 


Therefore, she is completely devoid of the concept of what promises pain. The 
immortal girl does not know what danger is and does not even think about knowing 


the unknown. It suited her, and that's how she lived. Still. 


- I love you, I love you with all my heart, Sir Magsarion. I am ready to confess my 


love to you forever. My first and most important gentleman ... 


Piercing through the smoke screen, the lunge from below goes straight through her 
stomach, but the dreamy smile never leaves her lips. Raising her scythe over her 
head, Frederica slams it down with lightning-like swiftness, but before she hits the 


target, her hands fly away from her. Let it, of course, does not bother her at all. 


- Therefore, I cannot imagine that my feelings would not reach you. Just the thought 


of it is so frightening, gives such bitterness, such pain! 


Splashed blood immediately attaches severed hands. An eerie sickle on a chain 


draws an arc and approaches Magsarion's back. 
- Hug me. Let me hug you. That love, that life that is burning here and now! 


Even when the scythe is easily dodged and pierced through itself, Frederica does not 
back down. Pulls out his weapon along with his own backbone and recovers while 
charging at the same time. In response, Magsarion reflects everything without a 
single word. And although he does it utterly cruelly, not so much defending as cutting 


off each attack, from the point of view of strategy, this can be called observation. 


And indeed, he certainly literally "observes " at her. Just as to defeat Bahlavan, just 


as to cut Khvarenah, he tries to comprehend Frederica without a trace in order to 


destroy her. And once he exposes the breach he has seen to the public, he will be 
able to kill anything. It can be said that Magsarion each time acquires a unique 
ability, especially effective against his current opponent. However, at the moment, 


even his gaze is not able to discern the essence of Frederica. 
- I beg you, say something. Dancing alone is so unbearably lonely! 


The girl does not feel pain because of the fear of death. Even the attacks backed up 
by the first and second Commandment do not pose the slightest threat to the life of 
the Murder Princess. When asked what else could be the matter, she gives a direct 
answer herself. The only thing that scares Frederica is unrequited love. Only the 
future instills fear in her, in which her feelings will not be reciprocated, and 


Magsarion will reject her. 


It is this restlessness that is so painful, sweet, hot and loved. Therefore, Frederica, 
who joyfully confesses her love, acts exactly as befits a young maiden. People like 
her will never turn their backs on their own dream, no matter how ruthless the reality 
they are confronted with. They will crumble to dust, shed tears, but they will forever 


chase after a mirage. 


In this case, you should hit the source. It remains to deprive her of a reason to declare 


her love, but it remains completely unclear. 


Why did Frederica fall in love with Magsarion? Had he done something worthy of 


such unbridled lust? 
When? Where? How? 
- Tch!.. 


No wonder he involuntarily spits. He doesn't even know where to start. 
Indeed, in the past, Magsarion happened to impose various curses on Frederick, but 


this is clearly not enough for love. If it had been limited to that, he would have won 


a long time ago. There must be something else. Some deep, weighty reason that 
managed to make even the fourth king of evil, the most prominent of empty 


murderers, go crazy with love. 
Until Magsarion understands what it lies in, victory will still be out of reach. 
- Ah, even though your hot gaze alone is simply magnificent! 


Meanwhile, Frederica happily continues her outrage. In the midst of a bloody feast, 
where she is being crushed to pieces, she does not question her own feelings in any 
way. After all, she herself knows nothing. She is unable to explain what caused her 


affection and does not seek to understand it. 


Love doesn't need a reason—t's that peculiar truth that drives it now, and that's why 


it's frighteningly strong right now. 


A broken scythe pierces Magsarion's shoulder. And although it is not possible to cut 
him in half, its blade gradually bites into an unchanged body that even the first and 
third kings of evil could not destroy. However, at the same time, it becomes more 
difficult to take it out, and if only Frederica shows a second effort, his head 


immediately flies off his shoulders. 

- How beautiful... 

Following this, a vertical swing cuts her head in two. 
- I feel myself filled with courage. 

It is followed by another cruciform blow. 

- am proud to have met you. 


Black flashes with impressive speed are gaining momentum. Perhaps he decided to 


take over with pure force, and Frederica's body loses its shape in the blink of an eye. 


However, she still doesn't die. Doesn't go out. The girl's prayer does not recede. 


In pure combat potential, Frederick is not even close to the level of Khvarenah or 
Bahlavan. He is somewhere at the end of the list, not only among the current seven, 
but also in comparison with other evil kings of the past. After all, at its core, it is 
only a "human". In the chronicle of absolute evils, full of Star Spirits and super- 


beings close to them, her origin can be called more than modest. 


Besides, she is still too young. She lacks life experience, and due to the 
characteristics of murderers, it is not surprising that she does not pay due attention 
to technology. This also proves that now, when Magsarion is not able to show his 


true potential, the attack is still almost completely carried out by him alone. 


However, she also has a talent with which she surpasses all her predecessors. 
Needless to say, this is her immortality. The mere fact that she cannot be killed makes 
Frederica a monster that knows no equal. The vow to accept any attack howls even 
now that she has known pain and terror. She cannot run from the blade of the man 
she loves. She will accept him, embrace him, again and again, until the end of time 


Since her desire is for this to last forever, she simply does not have the right to die. 


Having lost her flesh, turning into a bloody vapor, Frederica sings a song with 
rapture. 

She doesn't do it consciously. She feels that she heard it some time ago, perhaps even 
in the womb, before her color was determined, and now in a trance she reproduces 
it. 

- Dance and walk around, most pure supplication... Stand up and fight, youths of 


goodness... This is our sacred oath, the Avesta given to everyone and everyone... 


- Kh?! 


Meanwhile, Magsarion's entire body stiffens, and the eyes in the depths of his helmet 


open involuntarily. 


- How beautiful is the brilliance of your blade... You give me the light of hope with 


your courage... 


Perhaps, while pleading for love in its most varied nuances, from the very beginning 


of the meeting, Frederica partially recited this song by heart. 
- I see a wonderful dream, so show me ... So that the cherished day comes soon ... 


And judging by the reaction of Magsarion, there is no doubt that this song is also 


utterly familiar to him... 
-...When your beautiful blade becomes the light of all. 
- Shut up! 


With a rumble, the swirling whirlwind of the blade seems to embody its roar. In fact, 
Magsarion never listened to anyone. Everyone said that he had no talent - it does not 
matter, he does not let go of the sword. They sang to him to become light - and so 
what, he does not let go of the sword. After all, he does not hold him for the repose 
of his brother's soul, not for an escape from despair, and even more so not for the 


"general" good. 
To kill is nothing else that worries him. What exactly? Anything that gets in the way. 


For this, he continues to wield them. Putting all of himself into each blow, he waves 


it without even thinking about suffering. 
- I can hear my heart beating... 


The sound is so unbearably disgusting that Magsarion howls at the heavens of 
annihilation. A world in which everything around is unpleasant and 
incomprehensible. He decided to understand him in order to put an end to him, and 
so far he has succeeded, but one person remains who fled, remaining 


incomprehensible. 


Therefore, violent black emotions, unwillingness to forgive him, bloodlust and 
hatred of innumerable masses brought destruction over and over again, exploding in 
the darkness of the bottomless abyss. Spinning in a cruel whirlwind, shouting 


commanding to run forward and destroy everything and everything. 
- I'll get you out of the ground! 


Blazing with rage, Magsarion swings his sword again to strike as Frederica, who has 
restored only her head, bares her fangs and bites into her wounded shoulder. 
From the side, the spectacle seems like a hot embrace, a mixture of flaming love and 
fury. Bleeding heartlessness. An unchanging body beginning to break with a crunch. 


No matter how a man tries to tear her away from himself, the woman does not let 
go. 
Doesn't let go. Doesn't die. Doesn't let you kill. 


It is likely that events develop in this way because Magsarion fails to understand the 
truth of Frederica, while Frederica came close to unraveling the mystery of 
Magsarion. And indeed, at that moment she sees a bizarre dream, about which she 


could not know in principle. 
This concludes our agreement. Oh, what a shameless act we are committing. 


Somewhere in a completely different space and time, two figures merge in an 
embrace, just as Frederica and Magsarion are doing it now. A woman is a unity of 
opposites, possessing an almost divine weight, but a man is also not inferior to her, 
radiating a dazzling radiance. This can be mistaken for a kind of clipping from heroic 


folklore, a kind of immortal paintings that adorn temples. 
However, the vision that follows this looks completely different. 


In that case, leave behind an heir. I agree to have your child. 


All similarities can be reduced to the fact that it also depicts the embrace of a man 
and a woman. However, there is no recent elevation here at all - only an utterly 


mediocre decision of a naive, weak, sad couple. 


Everything becomes completely incomprehensible. The head does not keep up with 
what he sees. Frederica is puzzled not by why she sees all this at all, but by a 


completely different inconsistency. 


Despite the fact that the two stories are directly opposite to each other, only one 
woman is involved in them. Of course, there were two men, but the woman was one 


and no more. 
In the heroic epic, she is like the supreme goddess. 
In the tragic love story, she is like a chaste wife. 


She only changes her role, as if adjusting to the man and the content of the 
conversation. No other explanation comes to mind ... No, is it really so? The 
incoming knowledge is woven into a whirlwind and dances as if in mockery. And 
when it seems that they are about to burst, with a thunder-like shock, Frederica 


understands everything. 
-A... 


She comes to her senses already opening her arms and releasing Magsarion. Perhaps 
she only needed one step, to dig a little deeper to love him the way she wants. Indeed, 
the black knight is in no hurry to attack and only breathes heavily, barely standing 


on his feet. 


However, Frederica does not regret the missed opportunity and does not even make 
an attempt to complete what she started. To be honest, she's not up to it right now. 
At this moment, the queen of murderers is driven only by rage, from which she 


trembles all over. 


- Montserrat! 


She turns around with a force that could cut through the air and turns her gaze to the 
man watching their intimacy. The gaze of the king of evil, full of such powerful 
hatred and strength of himself that it would quite pass for a weapon. Having 
experienced it for himself, an ordinary man in the street would certainly have lost 


his very soul in an instant. 


However, the notorious servant... no, the one who pretended to be one, takes 
Frederica's gaze with a bewitching smile from ear to ear. As if applauding: this is it, 
this is what he wanted to see. His impeccable, flawless posture exudes both 
unsurpassed evil and the joy of a father celebrating the coming of age of his beloved 


daughter. 
It seems that both are pure truth, but at the same time both are only an appearance. 
- So you had everything planned from the beginning. How dare you... 


Frederica's indignation is not at all caused by Montserrat's false loyalty. And, of 
course, not because he took away her maids and made her a laughingstock. What 
infuriates her the most is that he knew everything but didn't tell her about it. From 
the very beginning, he understood the essence of the relationship between Frederica 
and Magsarion. A recent dream confirms this, because this knowledge belongs to 


Montserrat. 


This is probably the influence of his point of view, with which they united in order 
to resist the "beauty" of Khvarenah. Even when the need disappeared, and the 
synchronization was interrupted, the spiritual connection remained intact, and it 
would be logical to assume that it was through it that the truth came. Perhaps, in this 
sense, he honestly told her everything, but the fact that he chose this particular 


moment turned out to be a real stab in the back. 


Frederica trembles with humiliation. Meanwhile, Montserrat clears his throat, as if 


rebuking her. 


- There seems to be a slight misunderstanding, milady. I didn't mean to play with 
you of my own free will. Rather, it can be called your well-deserved punishment. 


- What you said? 


Frederica frowns, as if trying to disown her guilt, but very soon she understands what 


exactly they are trying to tell her. 
- Bad luck ... 


- That's right. My Commandment requires the host to be qualified. I will fulfill any 
order given to me, but only on the condition that the one who gave it 1s ready to pay 
the corresponding price ... If you allow me to say it directly, you can consider that 


this brings bad luck. 


The more complex the order given to Montserrat, the more failure will overtake the 
master who gave it. “Since you want to command me, survive this” - a servant who, 


contrary to expectations, imposes a test on the master. 


- To my great regret, even I myself do not know when and how bad weather will 
overtake its goal. However, it is precisely this uncertainty that allows you to find out 
the true price, right? Even though you were my mistress only temporarily, what is 
there, we spent a lot of time together, and I obeyed your will more than once or twice, 
so I dare to assume that the payment for all this was brought together. I hope you 


understand everything on this. 


- Hmm, judging by the expression on your face, you are still unhappy with 
something. I'm sorry, because I sincerely thought you'd be happy about it. 
- What are you talking about? 


- Well, well, haven’t you realized anything yet? What insensitivity! 


Montserrat effectively raises his face to the heavens and smirks while the gaze 


peering through his fingers sparkles with delight. 


- Don't you see the scarlet thread of fate in this? 


A moment - and the frozen Magsarion again begins to move with the same fury. 


- Your first love in life received an undeniable reason and logic. Can you imagine 
something even more joyful? Common sense? Conscience? What nonsense. Such 


triteles—none of that concerns you! 


He cut her obliquely, pierce her in the stomach, press her right eye along with the 
skull. Frederica embraces the storm of the rampaging blade with her whole body, 
without even flinching. Montserrat, however, continues to shrill to her, like a bizarre 


bird spreading its wings. 


- Maybe, on the contrary, it kindled the flame in you even more? This is what the 
Drujvants are - such is the share of the angel of vice and immorality, which the 
Princess of Murder should be. You simply have to drink his insides right now and 
shed tears of gratitude for his “blood”. “Ah, here it is, the meaning of life, which I 


so desired!” 


- Come on, come on, come on, come on, let us! I'm sure the lady will also be 
immensely happy about this. The one who has always been a toy of various higher 
powers, the one who finally found her tiny happiness, which was mercilessly 
trampled on the very next moment! Why don't you weep together with insane grief 


in the next world, wondering what you just lived your life for! 


Frederica does not answer him. Everything is still silent and motionless; she 


continues to feel only the pressure of her lover. 


- What is it? You may think me a complete fool, but I even begin to feel a little lonely. 


- Perhaps this is what every father experiences? It’s clear, clear, wonderful - so seeing 
off your daughter on a free flight, you experience just such a feeling! Envy! 
Excitation! Shut up! Delight! Compassion! And even rage! Indeed, that is what is 
meant when they talk about overwhelming emotions. I will test them all on myself 
instead of your own father, you can be calm! Ha-ha-ha, ha-ha-ha-ha, ha-ha-ha -ha- 
ha-ha- ha! 

Suddenly... 

Frederic interrupts Montserrat's tirade with a completely indifferent tone. 

- I need to think a little. Kindly keep quiet. 


After saying this briefly, she refocuses on Magsarion. To be honest, she doesn't feel 
so bad right now. Even the stupid version put forward by Montserrat can really be 
understood. Indeed, she is a friend, and therefore she likes things like that. She will 


not deny this. 


However, if you take it as it is, everything will turn out to be too boring, without any 
artistic value. It seems that the one and only love, from which the virgin takes an 
oath to her dream, should not be reduced to the level that anyone can think of. After 
all, she wanted to be something unshakable, indestructible, that immutability that 


will remain forever and ever ... 
- My feelings ... Yes, only this remains. It's decided. 


With a calm and clear smile, Frederica dodges the oncoming blade of Magsarion. 


- What?! 


The sigh of amazement belongs to Montserrat. However, everyone else opened their 
eyes in amazement. Neither Quinn nor the maids, nor, of course, Magsarion, could 
have foreseen such an outcome. That the angel-like Princess of Murder could 


voluntarily break the Pledge is so unexpected that it leaves everyone frozen in place. 
However, at the same time, Frederica herself was not spared the astonishment. 
- And what? What is it? 


Looking around herself, she never ceases to be surprised by what happened. She 
believed that she would die on the spot due to the broken Vow, but to her surprise, 


she remains alive. Moreover, her color became white, white, impossibly snow-white 
- I see... So, I'm still alive. 


A smile blooms on Frederica's face and she instantly understands what has happened. 
Not logic and not intuition, but a superpower accessible only to virgins in love, 
confident that her desire was fulfilled to perfection. According to her original plan, 
everything would have gone with zero points. Without the slightest word or hint, 
remaining only a mysterious shadow, she would gallantly leave this world, as befits 
a true lady. It is difficult to think of anything more impressive, and yet she cannot 


deny that by doing so she somewhat exaggerated her abilities. 


After all, in fact, she wanted her whims to go forward, take care of her, reciprocate 


her feelings. 
- Sir Magsarion... 


With her arms spread wide, Frederica relishes her overflowing happiness and jumps 


towards the future, which promises her a whole thousand points. 


- Who are you? 


Magsarion still manages to raise a voice in which notes of anger are heard. He 
reflexively speared Frederica, who had jumped on him, and is now outraged and 
puzzled that it was all over before he had the situation under control. In fact, He is 


bewildered by his own bewilderment. 


Frederica looks at him with a look of warmth. Gently stroking the sword protruding 


from her chest, she says, as if in a dream: 
- How painful ... 


She is no longer the immortal fourth king of evil. Caused by the willful breaking of 
the Pledge of the Gates of Fall, turned her into a powerless ashavan. So, this wound 


is fatal. 


- Can't you understand what happened? Let. I would like to remain that one and only 
immutability that you never understood. Besides, yes, besides... Please don't forget 


that. Don't forget me, Sir Magsarion. 


Even as a bloody cough drops from her lips like petals, Frederica maintains her 
unshakable smile. Demonstrates her dignity, according to the oath, according to 
which her love will be unchanged. Magsarion, in response to this, is only capable of 


exuding bile. 


- Don’t be arrogant, me too... Even without you I know someone I don’t understand. 


Compared to him, you ... 
- No, I shall remain unique. 
Frederica shakes her head, firmly declaring that this role is allotted to her alone. 


- know a lot. So let me promise you something. You still have to... have to... meet 


him face to face... 


Therefore, she tells him to carve himself into the heart as a lesson. In the name of a 
future where you will face what you must overcome in order to defeat him, do not 


forget me. Do not forget me. Don't ever forget me. 


- Defeat the one ... whom you cannot understand ... what and how he did ... I believe 
in you, Sir Magsarion. After all, you are mine ... Mine, mine and no one else ... 


- Who?! Speak! 


The man looms over her as if insane, and the maiden's smile only grows wider, after 


which... 
- Beloved... brave knight. 


... She whispers enchantedly and sacrifices herself to unchanging love. 


- Magsarion... 


Having seen everything from beginning to end, I'm not even sure how to refer to it. 
The death of Frederica turned out to be too mysterious, but she has a breathtaking 
sincerity that does not allow her to take everything as just nonsense or the curse of 


the king of evil. 


Indeed, in her last moments, she crossed the line between good and evil. It reminds 


me of the death of Incest, and I understand something very important. 


Gate of fall... And also, the whole truth about the breaking of the Commandment 
Most likely, Magsarion also guessed everything. From now on, the experience 
gained here will certainly play an important role. Among all that Frederica wanted 


to leave us, there are many more clues of this kind. 


In addition, they concern me myself. That's why I'd rather move on than stand still. 


May I continue to hesitate and worry, unable to escape my own doubts. 
I'm already raising my head, filled with new determination, when suddenly... 


- Indeed, I had a much less high opinion of you, dear "little brother." Please accept 


my humble congratulations. 


Montserrat... In a sense, even more mysterious than Frederica, the man addresses 


Magsarion with genuine courtesy. The maids, in turn, lined up behind him. 


- What happened somewhat did not fit into my expectations, but we will assume that 


it was your outstanding qualities that turned the situation in their favor. So why don't 


you deign to be a little more complacent? Excessive sadness will only mean that 
milady died in vain. 
- Yes, how are you! 


His tone just couldn't help but hit me to the core, and I'm about to take a step forward, 
but Magsarion comes out first. The black knight and the butler stand face to face, 


only looking at each other in complete silence for a while. 
However, this balance is disturbed faster than expected. 
- Please stop. I have no intention of fighting you. 


Montserrat raises his hands above his head in surrender. Moreover, he still says 


something even more amazing with the same calm look. 


- Rather, I decided that henceforth I will obey you. Therefore, I beg you, entrust me 


with whatever you please. 


My breath catches as Montserrat kneels before Magsarion. Moreover, the maids 


follow his example. 
- Can't be... 


How could he say such a thing after he had just betrayed Frederica? This proposal is 
difficult to perceive otherwise than as a mockery, but it should be assumed that in 
this way he fulfilled the necessary conditions. Once we let him speak the words of 
fidelity, we were like a dead end. Regardless of our will, he will deliberately sing of 


his master, who will have to constantly prove his own "status". 


A Commandment that even Varhran once called uncomfortable. While I can only 


watch with concern, Magsarion remains silent, and then... 


- Little brother, then? 


He just mutters under his breath. 
- Die. 
- There is. 


Just one word and it's all over. Smiling from ear to ear, Montserrat cuts off his own 
head, and the maids immediately follow him. Their pact between servant and master 
lasted a matter of seconds. And in such a short time, Magsarion exterminated all the 


murderers to the last. 


What was Montserrat thinking about? Also, is he really dead? No, on the other 
hand... 


In the middle of the dead star, which is still buzzing and rumbling, the smiling heads 


of the woodcutters look even more grotesque. 
- Oh, wait a minute, wait. Magsarion! 


However, he does not even look at such a picture, but turns around and leaves. He 
doesn't even look back as I rush to run after him, as if he still has some unfinished 
business. 


The fact that my instinct did not let me down, I will know very soon. 
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This essence can no longer be called by anyone. She does not understand anything 


that surrounds her, and does not even understand the very idea of herself. 


She stands or lies; she walks or crawls. Can't feel anything to be sure of, and only 


feels like it's floating in weightlessness. 


How did this happen to her? She does not know. What did she want to do? She does 


not know. 


She knows neither the beginning nor the end, having forgotten even the meaning of 
life and death - where will she come after that? Is there anything there that she will 


be able to gain? 


She does not know. She does not know. He doesn't know, he doesn't remember, he's 


about to disappear. 


She felt fear when she saw the darkness of the void. She remembered the bitterness 
of loss, and therefore sobbed from pain. However, now she has nothing. She has 
nothing, and therefore she feels nothing, able only to wander aimlessly through the 


endless white expanses. 


It seems to her that she had something important, and even feels that this fever is 
still barely warm ... But what can this knowledge give her? What will she change if 


she is convinced of this now? 


Even if she put her shattered perception back together, it would probably only fall 
apart again. So maybe it's better to leave things as they are? If you don’t do stupid 


things, don’t touch him and forget, maybe she will retain at least her outlines ... 


Even if this choice is passive, but she seriously considered it, intending to go this 


way ... 
- Well, you have a view, you naive fool. 

... However, a voice is heard that prevents her from doing so. 

- Can't you keep a single word you've given? Weakling, honestly, you're hopeless. 


"His" strong, heavy, and most importantly scorching voice. Familiar reproaches 


shake the heart, which should have disappeared long ago. 


- Or what, you don’t mean to say that you just wanted to waste my time? In that case, 


perhaps I can congratulate you. You really disappoint me. 


- Ah... and... 


The insensitive tongue seemed to be numb. Standing alone in the middle of a white 
wasteland, "she" begins to put into words something raging on the edge of 
consciousness. 

For some reason she is firmly convinced that she is not one of those who will silently 


listen to everything that is said about her. 
- Shut up ... chi... 


Yes, shut up. Beast, he, as always, yes, as always, is so infuriating. Eyes would not 
see. You will still dance. Who do you take me for, that's someone, but I won't let you 


underestimate me! 
- I can’t hear you, did you manage to fall asleep? 
- Who's that here! 


I hear my own tortured voice. I remember its meaning, the color of the feelings 
contained in it, their heat. I remember. I remember, no, I never forgot them at all! 

- Who is sleeping here, I ask you? 

- You. 

Opening my eyes, I see a black shadow. It is he, of course, it is he - the one whom I 
am obliged to defy with all my being. I gave my word that I would settle accounts 


with him. And since he has not forgotten about it and is now here, it goes without 


saying that I must answer this. 


Beat, heart, go ahead, body. Excuses like I forgot how to move won't work here. 


After all, my prayer, my Commandment... 


- Don’t you flare up the brighter the more you lack? Since now you have nothing, 
everything turned out as well as possible - squeeze out of yourself as much as you 


never squeezed out. 
- Yes, you cannot ask, I feel amazing! 


I understand that I smile, and I am proud of it more than anything else. Without 


further ado, I feel how it should look. 


I was always getting scars. I was always in pain, but endured, laughingly chased 


away fear and ran forward. 
After all, my scars are insignia, proving that I took the fight with any enemy. 


Even without a hand, even with a severed leg, even when all my blood has dried up, 


only my pride will never leave me. 


And that means, as he says, now, when there is no living place on me, precisely 


because I am so far from ideal - of course, I am in more than perfect shape. 
- Ha ha, ha... 

Wow, I'm on fire already. You can't imagine a better script! 

- Let's go! 


The foot hits the ground. He pushes away from her and starts running. 
The feeling of a headwind beats on your cheeks. Out of the corner of my eye you 


can see several blurry silhouettes, and they all seem to mourn me ... 


Excuse me but let me run as I please. Even if I have forgotten you, I do not want to 


betray the one you know me. 


Isn't it true, it's very much in the spirit of that simple-minded fool? That's who I am, 
isn't it? I want to bring my way of life right to the end, to the last remaining the one 


who was your comrade. 


And for this, you understand ... I said that I would settle the score. 
- Let me hit you once, right!! 


Putting my whole life into a raised fist just to get into a stupid fight. 


To leave your imprint on it. 
Magsarion... 


I will watch from the inside of you what will become of you and where it will lead 
you. 


You can't hide from me, you'll see. So it's better to put up with it right away, to you. 


Another story has come to an end. More precisely, she was swallowed up by a 
different, even greater story, but her personal curtain definitely fell. “It” mourns, but 


at the same time rejoices at this fact, sitting in its half-asleep. 


A dark abyss in which nothing can touch "it". Absolute silence, in which even time 
is devoid of any meaning. In the arms of this cradle, "it" is not for a moment deprived 
of its perception of the external world, but at the same time it makes no special effort 
to observe it. Since too much knowledge can spoil further pleasure, now "it" is 


entirely focused on internal improvement. 


Little by little, "it" weaves its own wings, which are basically made up of memories. 
Everything around is nothing more than a meaningless fiction ... This rule of the 
world was the first thing that “it” understood in its life. There is not a single 


unshakable truth, not a single living soul is able to determine its way of life. 


Yes, that's why "it" followed everyone's example, resigned to the fact that this is how 


this place works. 


It began to beg to play flawlessly the role that "everyone" demands and work for the 


good of the future that "everyone" desires. 


On this account, “it” does not feel any dissatisfaction. Rather, it is ready to admit 
that it receives indescribable joy. "He" likes to play with dolls. Surely "everyone" 
likes it too, and that's why they take so long to do it again and again. So, in the 
inevitable result of this process, it remains only to compete with each other in its 


perfection. 


How flawlessly will you fulfill your duty? Is the palette of emotions depicted in your 
story capable of approaching the truth? So let's spare no effort, let's play our roles. 


Since our life is just a farce, the least we can do 1s put on a spectacular performance. 


"It" approached the matter extremely responsibly. He rose above all thanks to his 
unsurpassed talent. It has become what others may call a "legend", to the point that 


it almost broke even beyond the established framework of this world ... 


However, that is why "it" current position is very uncomfortable. Having 
transcended the prepared scene, "it" no longer knows what to play. "It" is incapable 


of defining its own role without having a script in hand. 


“It” began to consider life in fiction as its destiny, and therefore it is impossible in 


principle for “it” to think with its own head. 


What to do? How to be? If it goes on like this, "it" will cease to be anything at all. 
However, with all this, no one in “his” environment does not at all want “him” to be 


deleted from the growing history. 


“It” perfectly followed everyone’s expectations, and yet it trembled like a puppy lost 


in the wasteland. "He" was allowed a temporary respite from the general flow, but 


since "his" nature tends to zero, this cannot be called _ salvation. 
The death penalty was getting closer. “It” felt like a convict climbing the scaffold. 
Behind its smile, “it” begged to notice “it”, to save “it”, and it was at that moment 


that it received a gift from above. 
- This whole world... is wrong... Crazy mother... win... New world... 


A beam of light in the dark realm of despair resounds with the determination of an 


ordinary husband. For someone like "it", just like him, is the real legendary savior. 


Ah, "he" was told to portray "what comes after." Even when the current scene ends, 
he promised that he would give a new role. 


Were you scared? Did it hurt? How lovely, how dazzling! 


If someone wants you to behave in a certain way, you should behave in that way. "It" 
recognizes this more than anyone else. And therefore there is nothing to be afraid of. 
Let's spare no effort, let's play our roles. Just the way we want it, brilliant and 
exciting. 

"It" squeezes the "blade" in the darkness and smiles. The devilish flash that feeds on 


prayers will soon cut the curtain. 


What kind of “blade” has the child managed to become? What miracle did the 


maiden reveal? Does the hero continue his hard work? 


How exciting. "It" wants to cut them to pieces. Run your fingers into the wound, stir 


it up from the inside, repay everything and everything as a dying gift of the pattern. 


The terrifying impulse of evil will takes the form of wings and spreads them. No, it 


would be more accurate to say that this idea is devoid of color. 


In the name of "everyone". In the name of purpose. In the name of hero, maiden and 
child. 


The prescribed role is only to be played. “It” approaches the matter most responsibly 
and is most gifted with talent, and therefore will certainly be able to dance exactly 


according to the script. 


Therefore, "it" decided to embody a real hell. All that remains is to wait for the 


curtain to rise. 


Wings of Darkness, Aka Mana slumbers in the hopeless abyss, dreaming of his 


awakening. 


